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ADMINISTRATION OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 


HE political differences which 
have generated parties in this 
country date back to an early period. 
They existed under the old confeder- 
ation, were perceptible in the form- 
ation of the Constitution and estab- 
lishment of ‘‘a more perfect union.” 
Differences on fundamental principles 
of government led to the organization 
of parties which, under various names, 
after the adoption of the Federal Con- 
stitution, divided the people and in- 
fluenced and often controlled national 
and State elections. Neither of the 
parties, however, has always strictly 
adhered or been true to its professed 
principles. Each has, under the pres- 
sure of circumstances and to secure 
temporary ascendancy in the Federal or 
State governments, departed from the 
landmarks and traditions which gave 
it its distinctive character. The Cen- 
tralists, a name which more signi- 
ficantly than any other expresses the 
character, principles, and tendency of 
those who favor centralization of 
power in a supreme head that shall ex- 
ercise paternal control over States and 
people, have under various names con- 
stituted one party. On the other hand, 
the Statists, under different names, have 
from the first been jealous of central 
supremacy. They believe in local self- 
government, support the States in all 
their reserved and ungranted rights, 
insist on a strict construction of the 
Constitution and the limitation of 


Federal authority to the powers specifi- 
cally delegated in that instrument. 
The broad and deep line of demarc- 
ation between these parties has not 
always been acknowledged. Inno- 
vation and change have sometimes 
modified and disturbed this line; but 
after a period the distinctive boundary 
has reappeared and antagonized the 
people. During the administration of 
Mr. Monroe, known as the ‘‘era of 
good feeling,” national party lines 
were almost totally obliterated, and 
local and personal controversies took 
their place. National questions were 
revived, however, and contested with 
extreme violence during several suc- 
ceeding administrations. Thirty years 
later, when the issues of bank, tariff, 
internal improvements, and an inde- 
pendent treasury were disposed of, 
there was as complete a break up of 
parties as in the days of Monroe. It 
was not, however, in an ‘‘era of good 
feeling ” that this later dislocation of 
parties took place; but an attempt 
was made in 1850 by leading politicians 
belonging to different organizations to 
unite the people by a compromise or 
an arrangement as unnatura! as it was 
insincere—party lines if not obliterated 
were, as the authors intended, in a 
measure broken down. This compro- 
mise, as it was called, was a sacrifice of 
honest principles, and instead of allay- 
ing disputes, was followed by a terrific 
storm of contention and violence tran- 
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scending anything the country had ever 
experienced, and ended in a civil war. 

The time has not yet arrived for a 
calm and dispassionate review of the 
acts and actors of that period and the 
events of the immediately succeeding 
years ; but the incidents that took place 
and the experience so dearly purchased 
should not be perverted, misunder- 
stood, or wholly forgotten. 

Tke compromises of 1850, instead of 
adjusting differences and making the 
people of one mind on political ques- 
tions, actually caused in their practical 
results the alienation of life-long party 
friends, led to new associations among 
old opponents, and created organiza- 
tions that partook more of a sectional 
character than of honest constitutional 
differences on fundamental questions 
relative to the powers and authority of 
the Government, such as had previous- 
ly divided the people. The facility 
with which old political opponents 
came together in the compromise mea- 
sures of 1850, and abandoned principles 
and doctrines for which they had bat- 
tled through their whole lives, begot 
popular distrust. Confidence in the 
sincerity of the men who so readily 
made sacrifices of principles was for- 
feited or greatly impaired. The Whig 
party dwindled under it, and as an 
organization shortly went out of ex- 
istence. A large portion of its mem- 
‘bers, disgusted with what they con- 
‘sidered the insincerity if not faithless- 
mess of their leaders, yet unwilling to 
attach themselves to the Democratic 
.party, which had coalesced in the move- 
ment, gathered together in a secret or- 
ganization, styling themselves ‘‘ Know 
Nothings.” Democrats in some quar- 
ters, scarcely less dissatisfied with the 
compromises, joined the Know Nothing 
order, and in one or two annual elec- 
tions thisstrange combination, without 
.avowed principles or purpose, save that 
of the defeat and overthrow of poli- 
ticians, who were once their trusted 
favorites, was successful. In this de- 
morulized condition of affairs, the 
Democrats by the accession of Whigs 
in the Southern States obtained posses- 
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sion of the Government and main- 
tained their ascendancy through the 
Pierce administration; and, in a con- 
test quite as much sectional as polit- 
ical, elected Buchanan in 1856. 

But these were the expiring days 
of the old Democratic organization, 
which, under the amalgamating process 
of the compromise measures, became 
shattered and mixed, especially in the 
Southern States, with former Whigs, 
and was to a great extent thereafter 
sectionalized. The different opposing 
political elements united against it 
and organized and established the Re- 
publican party, which triumphed in the 
election of Lincoln in 1860. The ad- 
ministration which followed and was 
inaugurated in 1861 differed in essen- 
tial particulars from either of the pre- 
ceding political organizations. Men 
of opposing principles—Centralists, 
who like Hamilton and patriots of that 
class were for a strong imperial na- 
tional government, with supervising 
and controlling authority over the 
States, on one hand, and Siatists on the 
other, who, like Jefferson, adhered to 
State individuality and favored a league 
or federation of States, a national re- 
public of limited and clearly defined 
powers, with a strict observance of all 
the reserved right of the local com- 
monwealths—were brought together in 
the elections of 1860. It has been 
represented and recorded as grave 
history that the Republican party was 
an abolition party. Such was not the 
fact, although the small and utterly 
powerless faction which, under the 
lead of William Lloyd Garrison and 
others, had for years made aggressive 
war on slavery, was one of the elements 
which united with Whigs ard Dem- 
ocrats in the election of Mr. Lincoln. 
Nor was that result a Whig triumph, 
though a large portion of the Whigs in 
the free States, after the compromises of 
1850, from natural antagonism to the 
Democrats, entered into the Repub- 
lican organization. While it is true 
that a large majority of the Whigs of 
the North relinquished their old organ- 
ization and became Republicans, it is 
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no less true that throughout the slave 
States, and in many of the free States, 
the members of the Whig party to a 
considerable extent supported Bell or 
Breckenridge. But Democrats dissat- 
isfied with the measures of the Pierce 
and Buchanan administrations, in 
much larger numbers than is generally 
conceded, took early and efficient part 
in the Republican organizations—some 
on account of the repeal of the Mis- 
souri compromise, but a much larger 
number in consequence of the efforts 
of the central Government at Washing- 
ton, by what was considered by them 
an abuse of civil trust, and by military 
interference, to overpower the settlers 
in Kansas, denying them the right of 
self-government, and an attempt arbi- 
trarily and surreptitiously to impose 
upon the inhabitants against their will 
a fraudulent Constitution. It was this 
large contribution of free-thinking and 
independent Democrats, who had the 
courage to throw off party allegiance 
and discipline in behalf of the prin- 
ciples of free government on which 
our republican system is founded, the 
right of the people to self-government, 
and, consequently, the right to form 
and establish their own constitution 
without dictation or interference from 
the central government so long as they 
violated no provision of the organic 
law, that gave tone, form, and ascend- 
ancy to the Republican party in every 
free State. 

Persistent efforts have been made to 
establish as historical truths the rep- 
resentations that the civil war had its 
origin in a scheme or purpose to abol- 
ish slavery in the States where it ex- 
isted, and that the election of Abraham 
Lincoln was an abolition triumph—a 
premeditated, aggressive, sectional war 
upon the South; whereas the reverse is 
the fact—the Republican party in its 
inception was a strictly constitutional 
party, that defended the rights of the 
people, the rights of the States, and 
the rights of the Federal Government, 
which were assailed by a sectional com- 
bination that was not satisfied with the 
Constitution as it was, but proposed 
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to exact new guarantees from the na 
tion for the protection of what they 
called ‘‘Southern rights *—rights un- 
known to the Constitution. The mis 
representations that the Republicans 
were aggressive and aimed to change 
the organic law have not been without 
their influence, temporarily at least, 
in prejudicing and warping the public 
mind, It is true that the slavery ques- 
tion was most injudiciously and un- 
wisely brought into the party contro 
versies of the country; but it was done 
by the slaveholders or their political 
representatives in Congress after the 
failure of the nullifiers to obtain as 
eendancy in the Government on the 
subject of free trade and resistance to 
the revenue laws. 

John C. Calhoun, a man of un- 
doubted talents, but of unappeasable 
ambition, had at an carly period of his 
life, while Secretary of War, and still a 
young man, aspired to the office oi 
resident. By his ability and patri- 
otic course during the war of 1812, 
and subsequently by a brilliant caree: 
as a member of Mr. Monroe’s Cabinet, 
he had acquired fame and a certain 
degree of popularity which favored his 
pretensions, particularly with young 
men and army officers. Schemes and 
projects of national aggrandizement 
by internal improvements, protection 
to home industries, large military ex- 
penditures, and measures of a central- 
izing tendency which were popular in 
that era of no parties, gave him éclat us 
Secretary of War. Flattered by his 
attentions and by his shining qualities, 
military men became his enthusiastie 
supporters, and received encourage- 
ment from him in return. It was the 
first attempt to elect so young a man to 
be Chief Magistrate, and was more per- 
sonal than political in its character. 
In the memorable contest for the suc 
cessorship to President Monroe, Mr. 
Calhoun at one time seemed to be a 
formidable candidate; but his pop 
ularity being personal was evanescent, 
and failed to enlist the considerate and 
reflecting. Even his military hopes 
were soon eclipsed by General Jack- 
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son, whose bold achievements and suc- 
cesses in the Indian and British wars 
captivated the popular mind. Jack- 
son had also, as a representative and 
Senator in Congress, Judge of the 
Supreme Court of Tennessee, and Gov- 
ernor of Florida, great civil experience. 
Mr. Calhoun was, however, in the polit- 
ical struggle that took place in 1824, 
elected to the second office of the re- 
public, while in the strife, confusion, 
and break up of parties no one of the 
competing candidates for President re- 
ceived a majority of the electoral votes. 
He and his supporters submitted to, it 
may be said acquiesced in, the result 
then and also in 1828, when General 
Jackson was elected President and Mr. 
Calhoun was reélected to the office of 
Vice-President. This acquiescence, 
however, was reluctant ; but with an ex- 
pectation that he would in 1833, at the 
close of General Jackson’s term, be the 
successor of the distinguished military 
chieftain. 

But the arrangements of calculat- 


ing politicians often end in disap- 


pointments, Such was the misfor- 
tune of Mr. Calhoun. His ambitious 
and apparently well contrived plans 
had most of them an abortive and hap- 
less termination. Observation and ex- 
perience convinced him, after leaving 
Mr. Monroe’s Cabinet, that the ed- 
ucated and reflective Statists or State 
rights men of the country, and espe- 
cially of the South, would never sanc- 
tion or be reconciled to the exercise 
of power by the Federal Govern- 
ment to protect the manufacturing in- 
terests of New England, or to construct 
roads and canals in the West, at the ex- 
pense of the National Treasury. These 
were, however, favorite measures of a 
class of politicians of the period who 
had special interests to subserve, and 
who carried with them the consolida- 
tionists, or advocates of a strong and 
magnificent central government. The 
tariff, internal improvements, and kin- 
dred subjects became classified and 
Rnown in the party politics of that day 
as the ‘‘ American system ”—a system 
of high taxes and large expenditures 
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by the Federal Government—without 
specific constitutional authority for 
either. Parties were arrayed on op- 
posite sides of this system, which, be- 
sides the political principles involved, 
soon partook of a sectional character. 
High and oppressive duties on importa- 
tions, it was claimed, were imposed to 
foster certain industries in the North to 
the injury of the South. 

Henry Clay, a politician and states- 
man of wonderful magnetic power, was 
the eloquent champion of the ‘** Amer- 
ican system,” and enlisted in his favor 
the large manufacturing interest in the 
North and the friends of internal im- 
provement in the West. These mea- 
sures were made national issues, and 
Mr. Clay, Speaker of the House of 
Representatives, appropriated. them to 
his personal advancement, and was 
their recognized leading advocate. 
Mr. Calhoun could not be second to 
his Western rival, but abandoned the 
policy of protection, internal improve- 
ments, and great national undertak- 
ings, and allied himself to the com- 
mercial and plantation interests, which 
opposed the system, expecting to iden- 
tify himself with and to receive the 
support of the Statists. But the strict 
constructionists of Virginia, Georgia, 
and other States of the old Jefferson 
school distrusted him and withheld 
their confidence and support. 

South Carolina, erratic, brilliant, and 
impulsive, had never fully harmonized 
with the politicians of Virginia in their 
political doctrines, but had been in- 
clined to ridicule the rigid and non- 
progressive principles of her states- 
men, who, always cautious, were now 
slow to receive into fellowship and to 
commit themselves to the new con- 
vert who sought their support. They 
slighted him, and rejected his nullifi- 
cation remedies. Instead of following 
the Palmetto State in her fanatical 
party schemes on the alleged issue of 
free trade, and supporting her “ fa- 
vorite son” in his theories, they sus- 
tained General Jackson, whose Union 
sentiments they approved, and who, 
to the disgust of Calhoun, became a 
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candidate for retlection in 1832 and 
received the votes of almost the whole 
South. 

In this crisis, when the heated par- 
tisans of South Carolina in their 
zeal for free trade and State rights 
had made a step in advance of the 
more staid and reflecting Statists, and 
undertook to abrogate and nullify the 
laws of the Federal Government legal- 
ly enacted, they found themselves un- 
supported and in difficulty, and natu- 
rally turned to their acknowledged 
leader for guidance. To contest the 
Federal Government, and pioneer the 
way for his associates to resist and 
overthrow the Administration, Mr. Cal- 
houn resigned the office of Vice-Presi- 
dent and accepted that of Senator, 
where his active mind, fertile in re- 
sources, could, and as he and they be- 
lieved would extricate them. There 
was, however, at the head of the Gov- 
ernment in that day a stern, patriotic, 
and uncompromising Chief Magistrate, 
who would listen to no mere temporiz- 


ing expedients when the stability of the 
Union was involved, and who, while 
recognizing and maintaining the rights 
of the States, never forgot the rights 
that belonged to the Federal Govern- 


ment. In his extremity, when con- 
fronting this inflexible President, Mr. 
Calhoun hastened to make friends with 
his old opponents, Clay, Webster, and 
the protectionists, the advocates of 
the ‘‘ American system,” the authors 
and champions of the very policy 
which had been made the pretext or 
justification for nullification and re- 
sistance to Federal law and the Fedc- 
ral authority. This coalition of hos- 
tile factions combined in a scheme, or 
compromise, where each sacrificed 
principles to oppose the administration 
of Jackson. It was an insincere and 
unrighteous coalition which soon fell 
asunder. 

In the mean time, while nullifi- 
cation was hopelessly prostrate, and 
before the coalition was complete, the 
prolific mind of the aspiring Carolin- 
ian devised a new plan and a new system 
of tactics which it was expected would 
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sectionalize and unite the South. 
This new device was a defence of slav- 
ery—a subject in which the entire South 
was interested—against the impudent 
demands of the abolitionists. Not un- 
til the nullifiers were defeated, and had 
failed to draw the South into their 
nullification plan, was slavery agita- 
tion introduced into Congress and 
made a sectional party question with 
aggressive demands for national pro- 
tection. The abolitionists were few 
in numbers, and of little account in 
American politics. Some benevolent 
Quakers and uneasy fanatics, who 
neither comprehended the structure of 
our Federal system nor cared for the 
Constitution, had annually for forty 
years petitioned Congress to give free- 
dom to the slaves. But the statesmen 
of neither party listened to these un- 
constitutional appeals until the defeat- 
ed nullifiers professed great apprehen- 
sion in regard to them, and introduced 
the subject as a disturbance, and made 
it a sensational sectional issue in Con- 
gress and the elections. 

From the first agitation of the sub- 
ject as a party question, slavery in all 
its phases was made sectional and ag- 
gressive by the South. Beginning 
with a denial of the right to petition 
for the abolition of slavery, and with 
demands for new and more exacting 
national laws for the arrest and rendi- 
tion of fugitives, the new sectional 
party test was followed by other mea- 
sures; such as the unconditional ad- 
mission of Texas, the extension of 
slavery into all the free territory ac- 
quired from Mexico, the repeal of the 
Missouri compromise, a denial to the 
people of Kansas of the right to frame 
their own constitution, and other in- 
cidental and irritating questions that 
were not legitimately within the scope 
of Federal authority. Fierce conten- 
tions prevailed for years, sometimes 
more violent than at others. 

In 1850 a budget of compromises, 
which has already been alluded to, 
involving a surrender of principles 
and an enactment of laws that were 
unwarranted by the Constitution, and 
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offensive in other respects, had been 
patched up by old Congressional party 
leaders, ostensibly to reconcile con- 
flicting views and interests, but which 
were superficial remedies for a cancer- 
ous disease, and intended more to 
glorify the authors than to promote 
the country’s welfare. Both of the 
great parties were committed by the 
managers to these compromises, but 
the effect upon each was different. 
The Whigs, tired of constant defeat, 
hoped for a change by the compro- 
mises that would give them recogni- 
tion and power; but instead of these 
they found themselves dwarfed and 
weakened, while the Democrats, who 
yielded sound principles to conciliate 
their Southern allies, were for a time 
numerically strengthened in that sec- 
tion by accessions from the Whigs. 
Old party lines became broken, and in 
the Presidential contest of 1852 the 
Democratic candidate, General Pierce, 
a young and showy, but not profound 
man, was elected by an overwhelming 
majority over the veteran General 
Scott, who was the candidate of the 
Whigs. From this date the Whig or- 
ganization dwindled and had but a 
fragmentary existence. Thencefor- 
ward, until the overthrow of the Dem- 
ocratic party, the Government at 
Washington tended to centralization. 
Fidelity to party, and adherence to 
organization, with little regard for 
principle, were its political tests in 
the free States. Sectional sentiments 
to sustain Southern aggressions, under 
the name of ‘‘Southern rights,” were 
inculcated, violent language, and acts 
that were scarcely less so, prevailed 
through the South and found apolo- 
gists and defenders at the North. 
Presidents Pierce and Buchanan, liter- 
ally ‘‘northern men with southern 
principles,” were submissive to these 
sectional aggressions, acquiesced in 
the repeal of the Missouri compromise, 
the extension and nationalizing of 
slavery, hitherto a State institution, 
and also to the schemes to prevent the 
establishment of a free constitution by 
the people of Kansas. The mass of 
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voters opposed to the policy of these 
administrations, and who constituted 
the Republican party, were not entire- 
ly in accord on fundamental principles 
and views of government, but had 
been brought into united action from 
the course of events which followed 
the Mexican war, the acquisition of 
territory, and the unfortunate compro- 
mises of 1850. The sectional strife, 
for the alleged reason of Lincoln’s 
election and Republican success, which 
eventuated in hostilities in 1861, and 
the tremendous conflict that succeed- 
ed and shook the foundation of the 
Government during the ensuing four 
years, threatening the national exist 
ence, absorbed all minor questions of 
a purely political party character, and 
made the Cabinet of Mr. Lincoln, 
though its members entertained or- 
ganic differences, a unit. There were 
occasions when the antecedent opin- 
ions and convictions of the members 
elicited discussion in regard to the 
powers, limitations, and attributes of 
government; but in the midst of war 
disagreeing political opinions as well 
as the laws themselves were silenced. 
Each and all felt the necessity of har- 
monious and efficient action to pre- 
serve the Union. 

This was especially th: case dur- 
ing the first two years of the war 
of secession. Not only the Presi- 
dent’s constitutional advisers, but 
the Republican members of Congress, 
embracing many captious, factious, and 
theoretical controversialists, acted in 
harmony and concert. Murmurs were 
heard among its friends, and dissatis- 
faction felt that the Administration 
was not sufficiently energetic or arbi- 
trary, and because it did not immedi- 
ately suppress the rebellion. A long 
period of peace which the country had 
enjoyed rendered the malcontents in- 
capable of judging of the necessities 
of preparation for war. ‘‘ On to Rich- 
mond ” became the cry of the impa- 
tient and restless before the armies 
mustered into service were organized. 
The violent and impassioned appeals 
of excited and mischievous speakers 
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and writers created discontent and 
clamor that could not always be ap- 
peased or successfully resisted. Not 
content with honest if not always in- 
telligent criticism of the Government, 
some editors, papers, writers, and 
speakers, at an early period and in- 
deed throughout the war, condemned 
the policy pursued, assumed to direct 
the management of affairs, and ad- 
vanced crude and absurd notions of 
the manner in which the Government 
should be administered and military 
operations conducted. For a period 
after the rout at Bull Run, which 
seemed a rebuke to these inconsiderate 
partisans, there was a temporary lull 
of complaints and apparent acquies- 
cence by Republicans in the measures 
of administration. 

Military differences and army jea- 
lousies existed from the beginning, 
which were aggravated and stimulated 
by partisan friends and opponents of 
the rival officers, and by dissent from 
the policy pursued in the conduct of 
military affairs to which many took 
exception. 

General Scott was the military ora- 
cle of the Administration in the first 
days of the war. His ability and 
great experience entitled him to regard 
aud deference on all questions relating 
to military operations. No one ap- 
preciated his qualities more than the 
President, unless it was General Scott 
himself, who with great self-esteem 
was nevertheless not unconscious that 
his age and infirmities had impaired 
his physical energies, and in some re- 
spects unfitted him to be the active 
military commander. It was his mis- 
fortune that he prided himself more 
if possible on his civil and political 
knowledge and his administrative 
ability than on his military skill and 
capacity. As a politician his opinions 
were often chimerical, unstable, and 
of little moment; but his military 
knowledge and experience were valu- 
able. With headquarters at Washing- 
ton, and for thirty years consulted and 
trusted by successive administrations 
of different parties in important emer- 
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gencies, internal and external, and at 
one time the selected candidate of one 
of the great political parties for Presi- 
dent, he had reason to feel that he was 
an important personage in the repub- 
lic; also that he was competent, and 
that it was a duty for him to partici- 
pate in political matters, and to advise 
in civil affairs when there were threat- 
ened dangers. But while he was sa- 
gacious to detect the premonitory 
symptoms of disturbance, and always 
ready to obey and execute military 
orders, he was in political and civil 
matters often weak, irresolute, and in- 
firm of purpose. He had in the au- 
tumn of 1860 warned President Bu- 
chanan of danger to be apprehended 
from the secession movement, and 
wisely suggested measures to preserve 
peace; but he soon distrusted and 
abandoned his own suggestions, With- 
out much knowledge of Mr. Lincoln, 
and believing erroneously, as did many 
others, that Mr. Seward was to be the 
controlling mind in the new adminis- 
tration, he early put himself in com- 
munication with that gentleman. The 
two agreed upon the policy of surren- 
dering or yiclding to the States in se- 
cession the fortresses within their 
respective limits. It has been said, 
and circumstances indicate that there 
was also an understanding by Mr. 
Seward with certain secession leaders, 
that the forts, particularly Sumter, if 
not attacked, should not be reinforced. 
Of the plans of Mr. Seward and General 
Scott, and the understanding which 
either of them bad with the secession- 
ists, President Lincoln was not in- 
formed; but, while he had a sense of 
duty and a policy of his own, lie at- 
tentively and quietly listened to each 
and to all others entitled to give their 
opinions. 

The reports of Major Anderson and 
the defence of Sumter being military 
operations, the President, pursuant to 
Mr. Seward’s advice, referred to Gene- 
ral Scott, and it was supposed by those 
gentlemen that the President acqui- 
esced in their conclusions. Nor were 
they alone in that supposition, for the 
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President, while cautiously feeling his 
way, sounding the minds of others, 
and gathering information from every 
quarter, wisely kept his own counsel 
and delayed announcing his determi- 
nation until the last moment. He was 
accused of being culpably slow, when 
he was wisely deliberate. 

When his decision to reinforce Sum- 
ter was finally made known, the Sec- 
retary of State and the General-in- 
Chief were surprised, embarrassed, and 
greatly disappointed ; for it was an ut- 
ter negation and defeat of the policy 
which they had prescribed. The Gen- 
eral, like a good soldier, quietly and 
submissively acquiesced ; but Mr. Sew- 
ard, a man of expedients and some 
conceit, was unwilling and unprepared 
to surrender the first place in the Ad- 
ministration, and virtually publish the 
fact by an Executive mandate which 
upset his promised and preferred ar- 
rangements, It was then that he be- 
came aware of two things: first, that 
neither himself nor General Scott, nor 


both combined, were infallible with 
the Administration; and second, that 
the President, with all his suavity and 
genial nature, had a mind of his own, 
and the resolution and self-reliance to 
form, and the firmness and indepen- 


dence to execute a purpose. They had 
each overestimated the influence of 
the other with the President, and un- 
derestimated his capacity, will, and 
self-reliance. When the Secretary be- 
came convinced that he could not alter 
the President’s determination, he con- 
formed to circumstances, immediately 
changed his tactics, and after notify- 
ing the authorities at Charleston that 
the garrison in Sumter was to be sup- 
plied, he took prompt but secret mea- 
sures to defeat the expedition by de- 
taching the flagship, and sending her, 
with the supplies and reinforcements 
that had been prepared and intended 
for Sumter, to Fort Pickens. In doing 
this he consulted neither the War nor 
Navy Departments, to which the ser- 
vice belonged; but discarding both, 
and also the General-in-Chief, his pre- 
ceding special confidant, and with 


[JANUARY, 


whom he had until then acted in con- 
cert, he took to his counsel younger 
military officers, secretly advised with 
them and withdrew them from their 
legitimate and assigned duties. The 
discourtesy and the irregularity of the 
proceeding, when it became known, 
shocked General Scott. His pride was 
touched. He felt the slight, but he 
was too good an officer, too subordi- 
nate, and too well disciplined, to com- 
plain. The secret military expedition 
undertaken by the Secretary of State 
without the knowledge of the proper 
departments and of himself, was so ir- 
regular, such evidence of improper ad- 
ministration, that he became alarmed. 
He felt keenly the course of Mr. Sew- 
ard in not consulting him, and in sub- 
stituting one of his staff as military 
adviser for the Secretary of State; but 
he was more concerned for the Gov- 
ernment and country. 

A native of Virginia, and imbucd 
with the political doctrines there prev- 
alent, but unflinching in patriotism 
and devotion to the Union and the 
flag, General Scott hesitated how to 
act—objected to. the hostile invasion 
of any State by the national troops, 
but advised that the rebellious section 
should be blockaded by sea and land. 
He thought that surrounded by the 
army and navy the insurgents would 
be cut off from the outer world, and 
when exhausted from non-intercourse 
and the entire prostration of trade and 
commerce they would return to duty; 
the ‘‘ anaconda principle ” of exhaust- 
ing them he believed would be effect- 
ual without invading the territory of 
States. When the mayor of Baltimore 
and acommittee of secessionists waited 
upon the President on the 20th of 
April to protest against the passage of 
troops through that city to the national 
capital, he, in deference to the local 
government, advised the President to 
yield to the metropolitan demand, and 
himself drew up an Executive order to 
that effect. The seizure of Harper’s 
Ferry and Norfolk and the threatened 
attack upon Washington greatly dis- 
turbed him, but not so much as the 
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wild cry of the ardent and impulsive 
which soon followed of ‘*on to Rich- 
mond ” with an undisciplined army. 

Sensible of his inability to take the 
field, he acquiesced in the selection if 
he did not propose after the disaster 
at Bull Run, that General McClellan 
should be called to Washington to 
organize the broken and demoralized 
Army of the Potomac. A thorough re- 
organization was promptly and effect- 
ually accomplished by that officer. In 
a few days order, precision, and dis- 
cipline prevailed—the troops were 
massed and a large army was encamped 
in and about the national capital. But 
it was soon evident to the members of 
the Administration that there was not 
perfect accord between the two Gen- 
erals, The cause and extent of dis- 
agreement were not immediately un- 
derstood. 

At a Cabinet meeting which took 
place in September at the headquarters 
of the General-in-Chief by reason of his 
physical infirmities, a brief discussion 


occurred which developed coolness if 


not dissatisfaction. An inquiry was 
made by the President as to the exact 
rumber of troops then in and about 
Washington. General McClellan did 
not immediately respond—said he had 
brought no reports or papers with him. 
General Scott said he had not himself 
recently received any reports. Secre- 
tary Seward took from his pocket some 
memoranda, stating the number that 
had been mustered in a few days pre- 
vious, and then went on to mention ad- 
ditional regiments which had arrived 
several successive days since, making 
an aggregate, I think, of about ninety- 
three thousand men. The General im- 
mediately became grave. 

When the subject matter for which 
the Cabinet and war officers had been 
convened was disposed of, some of the 
gentlemen left, and General McClellan 
was about retiring, when General Scott 
requested him to remain, and he also 
desired the President and the rest of 
us to listen to some inquiries and re- 
marks which he wished to make. He 
was very deliberate, but evidently very 
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much aggrieved. Addressing General 
McClellan, he said: 

‘* You are perhaps aware, General 
McClellan, that you were brought to 
these headquarters by my advice and 
by my orders after consulting with the 
President. I know you to be intelli- 
gent and to be possessed of some ex- 
cellent military qualities; and after 
our late disaster it appeared to me that 
you were a proper person to organize 
and take active command of this army. 
I brought you here for that purpose. 
Many things have been, as I expected 
they would be, well done; but in some 
respects I have been disappointed. 
You do not seem to be aware of your 
true position; and it was for this rea- 
son I desired that the President and 
these gentlemen should hear what I 
have to say. You are here upon my 
staff to obey my orders, and should 
daily report to me. This you have 
failed to do, and you appear to labor 
under the mistake of supposing that 
you and not I are General-in-Chief and 
in command of the armies. I more 
than you am responsible for military 
operations; but since you came here I 
have been in no condition to give 
directions or to advise the President 
because my chief of staff has neglected 
to make reports to me. I cannot an- 
swer simple inquiries which the Pres- 
ident or any member of the Cabinet 
makes as to the number of troops 
here; they must go to the State depart- 
ment and not come to military head- 
quarters for that information.” 

Mr. Seward here interposed to say 
that the statement he had made was 
from facts which he had himself col- 
lected from day to day as the troops 
arrived. ‘Do I understand,” asked 
General Scott, ‘‘ that the regiments re- 
port as they come here to the Honor- 
able Secretary of State?” 

‘*No, no,” said Mr. Cameron, who 
wished to arrest or soften a painful in- 
terview. ‘‘General McClellan is not to 
blame; it is Seward’s work. He iscon- 
stantly meddling with what is none 
of his business, and (alluding to the 
Pickens expedition) makes mischief in 
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the war and navy departments by his 
interference.” 

There was in the manner more than 
in the words a playful sarcasm which 
Seward felt and the President evi- 
dently enjoyed. General McClellan 
stood by the open door with one hand 
raised and holding it, a good deal 
embarrassed. He said he had intended 
no discourtesy to General Scott, but 
he had been so incessantly occupied in 
organizing and placing the army, re- 
ceiving and mustering in the recruits 
as they arrived, and attending to what 
was absolutely indispensable, that it 
might seem he omitted some matters 
of duty, but he should extremely re- 
gret if it was supposed he had been 
guilty of any disrespect. 

‘*You are too intelligent and too 
good a disciplinarian not to know your 
duties and the proprieties of military 
intercourse,” said General Scott; ‘‘ but 
seem to have misapprehended your 
right position. I, you must under- 
stand, am General-in-Chief. You are 
my chief of staff. When I brought 
you here you had my confidence and 
friendship. I do not say that you have 
yet entircly lost my confidence. Good 
day, General McClellan.” 

A few weeks later General Scott was 
on his own application placed upon the 
retired list, and General McClellan 
became his successor. Disaffection on 
the part of any of the officers, if any 
existed, did not immediately show it- 
self; the army and people witnessed 
with pride the prompt and wonderful 
reorganization that had taken place, 
and for a time exulted in the promised 
efficiency and capabilities of the 
‘*young Napoleon.” But the autumn 
passed away in grand reviews and 
showy parades, where the young Gen- 
eral appeared with a numerous staff 
composed of wealthy young gentlemen, 
inexperienced, untrained, and unac- 
quainted with military duty, who as 
well as foreign princes had volunteered 
their services. Parades and reviews 
were not useless, and the committal of 
wealthy and influential citizens who 
were placed upon his staff had its ad- 
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vantages; but as time wore on and no 
blow was struck or any decisive move- 
ment attempted, complaints became 
numerous and envy and jealousy found 
opportunity to be heard. 

The expectation that the rebellion 
would be suppressed in ninety days, 
and that an undisciplined force of 
seventy-five thousand men or even 
five times that number would march to 
Richmond, clear the banks of the 
Mississippi, capture New Orleans, and 
overwhelm the whole South, had given 
way to more reasonable and rational 
views before Congress convened at the 
regular session in December. Still the 
slow progress that was made by the 
Union armies, and the immense war ex- 
penditures, to which our country was 
then unaccustomed, caused uneasiness 
with the people, and furnished food and 
excitement for the factions in Con- 
gress. 

The anti-slavery feeling was increas- 
ing, but efforts to effect emancipation 
were not controlling sentiments of the 
Administration or of a majority of Con- 
gress at the commencement or dur- 
ing the first year of Mr. Lincoln’s term, 
although such are the representations 
of party writers, and to some extent of 
the historians of the period. Nor did 
the Administration, as is often asserted 
and by many believed, commence hos- 
tilities and make aggressive war on the 
sluve States or their institutions; but 
when war began and a national garri- 
son in a national fortress was attacked, 
it did not fail to put forth its power 
and energies to suppress the rebellion 
and maintain the integrity of the 
Union. Military delays and tardy 
movements were nevertheless charged 
to the imbecility of the Government. 
It is not to be denied that a portion of 
the most active supporters of the Pres- 
ident in and out of Congress and in the 
armies had in view ulterior purposes 
than that of suppressing the insurrec- 
tion. Some were determined to avail 
themselves of the opportunity to abol- 
ish slavery, others to extinguish the 
claim of reserved sovereignty to the 
States, and a portion were favorable to 
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both of these extremes and to the con- 
solidation of power in the central Gov- 
ernmert; but a larger number than 
cither and perhaps more than all com- 
bined were for maintaining the Consti- 
(ution and Union unimpaired. 

The President, while opposed to all 
innovating schemes, had the happy fac- 
ulty of so far harmonizing and recon- 
ciling his differing friends as to keep 
them united in resisting the secession 
movement, 

Abraham Lincoln was in many re- 
spects a remarkable man, never while 
living fully understood or appreciated. 
An uncultured child of the frontiers, 
with no educational advantages, iso- 
lated in youth in his wilderness home, 
with few associates and without family 
traditions, he knew not his own lineage 
and connections. Nor was this singu- 
lar in the then condition of unsettled 
frontier life. His grandfather, with 
Daniel Boone, left the settled part of 
Virginia, crossed the Alleghany moun- 
tains, penetrated the ‘‘dark and 
bloody ground,” and took up his resi- 
dence in the wilds of Kentucky near 
the close of the Revolutionary war. 
There was little intercourse with each 
other in the new and scattered settle- 
ments destitute of roads and with no 
mai! facilities for communication with 
relatives, friends, and the civilized 
world eust of the mountains. Abra- 
ham Lincoln, the grandfather of the 
President, was a nephew of Daniel 
Boone, and partook of the spirit of 
his brave and subsequently famous 
relative. But his residence in his se- 
cluded home was brief. He was killed 
by the Indians when his son Thomas, 
the father of President Lincoln, was 
only six years old. Four years later 
the fatherless boy lost his mother. 
Left an orphan, this neglected child, 
without kith or kindred for whom he 
cared or who cared for him, led a care- 
less, thriftless life, became a wandering 
pioneer, emigrated from Kentucky 
when the President was but seven years 
old, took up his residence for several 
years in the remote solitudes of Indiana, 
and drifted at a later day to Illinois. 
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This vagrant life, by a shiftless father, 
and without a mother or female relative 
to keep alive and impress upon him the 
pedigree and traditions of his family, 
left the President without definite 
knowledge of his origin and that of his 
fathers. The deprivation he keenly 
felt. Iheard him say on more than one 
occasion that when he laid down his 
official life he would endeavor to trace 
out his genealogy and family history. 
He had a vague impression that his 
family had emigrated from England 
to Pennsylvania and thence to Virginia; 
but, as he remarked in my presence to 
Mr. Ashmun of Massachusetts, and 
afterward to Governor Andrew, there 
was not, he thought, any immediate 
connection with the families of the 
same name in Massachusetts, though 
there was reason to suppose they had 
a common ancestry. 

Having entered upon this subject, 
and already said more than was antici- 
pated at the commencment, the oppor- 
tunity is fitting to introduce extracts 
from a statement made by himself and 
to accompany it with other facts which 
have come into my possession since his 
death—facts of which he had no 
knowledge. 

In a brief autobiographical sketch of 
his life, written by himself, he says: 


Iwas born February 12, 1809, in Hardin county, 
Kentucky. My parents were both bora in Virginia, 
of undistinguished families—second families per- 
haps I should say. My mother, who died in my 
tenth year, was of a family of the name of Hanks, 
some of whom now reside in Adams and others in 
Macon county, Illinois. My paternal grand- 
father, Abraham Lincoln, emigrated from Rock- 
ingham county, Virginia, to Kentucky, about 
1781 or 2, where, a year or two later, he was killed 
by Indians, not in battle, but by stealth, when he 
was laboring to open a farm in the forest. His 
ancestors, who were Quakers, went to Virginia 
from Berks county, Pennsylvania. An effort to 
identify them with the New England family of 
the same name ended in nothing more definite 
than a similarity of Christian names in both 
families, such as Enoch, Levi, Mordecai, Solomon, 
Abraham, and the like. 

My father, at the death of his father, was but 
six years of age ; and he grew ap literally without 
education. He removed from Kentucky to what 
is now Spencer county, Indiana, in my eighth 
year. We reached our new home about the 
time the State came into the Union. It was 
a wild region, with many bears and other wild 
animals still in the woods. There I grew up. 
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There were some schools, so called ; but no quali- 
fication was ever required of a teacher, beyond 
reading, writing, and ciphering to the rule of 
three. If a straggler, supposed to understand 
Latin, happened to sojourn in the neighborhood, 
he was looked upon as a wizard. ‘There was 
absolutely nothing to excite ambition for edtca- 
tion. Of course when I came of age | did not 
know much. Still, somehow, I could read, 
write, and cipher, to the rule of three ; but that 
was all. I have not been to school since. The 
little advance I now have upon this store of 
education I have picked up from time to time un- 
der the pressure of necessity. 

I was raised to farm work, which I continued 
till I wastwenty-two. At twenty-one I came to Il- 
linois, and passed the first year in Macon county. 
Then I got to New Salem, at that time in Sanga- 
mon, now in Menard county, where I remained a 
year as a sort of clerk in a store. 


In addition to the foregoing I may 
add that among my acquaintance in 
central Pennsylvania were several sis- 
ters whose maiden name was Winters. 
Two of these sisters were wives of 
Judges of the Supreme Court of Penn- 
sylvania. Another sister was the wife 
of William Potter, a member of Con- 
gress of some note from that State and 
son of General Potter of the Revolu- 
tion. These sisters were the great 
aunts of President Lincoln, and I sub- 
join an obituary notice of the younger 
sister, Mrs. Potter, who died in 1875, 
at the advanced age of eighty-four. 
There are some incidents not immedi- 
ately connected with the subject that 
might be omitted, but I think it best 
to present the obituary in full: 


Died, in Bellefonte, at the residence of Edward 
C. Humes, on Sunday morning, the 30th of May 
A. D. 1875, Mrs. Lucy Potter, relict of Hon. Wil- 
liam W. Potter, deceased, aged eighty-four years, 
nine months, and two days. 

Mrs. Potter was a member of a large and rather 
remarkable family ; her father having been born 
in 1728, married in 1747, died in 1794; children to 
the number of nineteen being born to him, the 
eldest in 1748, the youngest in 1790—their birth 
extending over a period of forty-two years. Wil- 
liam Winters, the father of the deceased, came 
from Berks county to Northumberland, now Ly- 
coming county, in the year 1778, having purchased 
the farm lately known as the Judge Grier farm, 
near what was called Newberry, but now within 
the corporate limits of the city of Williamsport. 
Mr. Winters was twice married. His first wife 
was Ann Boone, a sister of Colonel Daniei Boone, 
famous in the early annals of Kentucky. His 
marriage took place in the year 1747 in the then 
province of Virginia, By this union there were 
issue eleven children, four males and seven fe- 
males. His eldest daughter, Hannah, married in 
Rockingham county, Virginia, Abraham Lincoln, 
the grandfather of President Lincoln. Shortly 
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before his death, Lincoln, who was killed by the 
Indians, visited his father-in-law at what is now 
Williamsport, and John Winters, his brother-in- 
law, returned with him to Kentucky, whither 
Mr. Lincoln had removed after his marriage ; 
John beiag deputed to look after some lands tak- 
en by Colone! Daniel Boone and his father. 

They travelled on foot from the farm, by a 
toute leading by where Bellefonte now is, the In- 
dian path ‘leading from Bald Eagle to Franks- 
town.” 

John Winters visited his sister, Mrs. Potter, in 
1843, and wandering to the hill upon which the 
Academy is situated, a messenger was sent for 
him, his friends thinking he had lost himself ; 
but he was only looking for the path he and Lin- 
coln had trod sixty years before, and pointed out 
with his finger the course from Spring creek, 
along Buffalo run, to where it crosses the ‘* Long 
Limestone Valley,” as the route they had tray- 
elled. 

Upon the death of Mr. Winters's first wife, in 
1771, he again, in 1774, married. His second 
wife was Ellen Campbell, who bore him eight 
children, three males and five females, of which 
latter the subject of this notice was the youngest. 

The father of Mrs. Potter died in 1794, and in 
1795 Mrs. Ellen Winters, his widow. was licensed 
by the courts of Lycoming county to keep a 
“house of entertainment’ where Williamsport 
now is—whcere she lived and reared her own chil- 
dren as well as several of her step children. 

Here all her daughters married, Mary becoming 
the wife of Charles Huston, who for a number of 
years adorned the bench of the Supreme Court of 
this State ; Ellen, the wife of Thomas Burnside, 
who was a member of Congress, Judge of the 
Court of Common Pleas, and finally a Justice of 
the Supreme Court ; Sarah, the wife of Benjamin 
Harris, whose daughter, Miss Ellen Harris, resides 
on Spring street in this borough ; Elizabeth, the 
wife of Thomas Alexander, a carpenter and build- 
er, who erected one of the first dwellings in Wil- 
liamsport, at the corner of what are now Pine and 
Third streets in that city, and many of whose de- 
scendants eve still living in Lycoming county ; 
Lucy, the wife of William W. Potter, a leading 
politician in this coanty, who died on the 15th 
day of October, 1838, while a member of our na- 
tional Congress. 

Mrs. Potter continued with her mother’s fami- 
ly in Lycoming county, frequently visiting her 
two sisters, Mrs. Huston and Mrs. Burnside, 
who resided in Bellefonte, where, in 1815, she 
was united in marriage, by Rev. James Linn, 
with William W. Potter, a young and rising law- 
yer, and son of General James Potter, one of the 
early settlers of the county. Here, with her hus- 
band until his death, and then, upon the marri- 
age of her niece, Miss Lucy Alexander, with Mr. 
Edward C. Humes, she made her home, living 
continuously in this town since her marriage, and 
having survived her husband for the long period 
of thirty-seven years, being that length of time a 
widow. 


The biographers of President Lin- 
coln have none of them given these 
facts because they did not know them, 
nor was the President himself aware 
of them. Of their authenticity so far 
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as the relationship of Mr. Lincoln 
with the family of Winters is con- 
cerned, Ihave nodoubt. His ancestry 
in this country, paternal and mater- 
nal—Lincoln, Boone, and Winters—is 
to be traced to the county of Berks, 
Pennsylvania. 

A roving child of the forest, where 
there were not even village schools, 
Abraham Lincoln had little early cul- 
ture, but his vigorous native intellect 
sought information wherever it could 
be obtained with limited means and 
opportunities, and overcame almost in- 
superable obstacles. His quick per- 
ception and powers of observation and 
reflection, and his retentive memory 
were remarkable; his judgment was 
good, his mental grasp and compre- 
hension equal to any emergency, his 
intentions were always honest, and 
his skilland tact, with a determination 
to always maintain the right, begot 
confidence and made him successful 
and great. Party opponents imputed 
his success under difficulties that 
seemed insurmountable to craft and 
cunning; but while not deficient in 
shrewdness, his success was the result 
not of deceptive measures or wily in- 
trigue, but of wisdom and _ fidelity 
with an intuitive sagacity that seldom 
erred as to measures to be adopted, or 
the course to be pursued. It may be 
said of him, that he possessed inhe- 
rently a master mind, and was innate- 
ly a leader of men. He listened, as 
I have often remarked, patiently to the 
advice and opinions of others, though 
he might differ from them; treated 
unintentional errors with lenity, was 
forbearing, and kind to mistaken sub- 
ordinates, but ever true to his own 
convictions, He gathered information 
and knowledge whenever and wher- 
ever he had opportunity, but quietly 
put aside assumption and intrusive at- 
tempt to unduly influence and control 
him. 

Like all his Cabinet, with the excep- 
tion of Mr. Blair, who had been edu- 
cated at West Point, he was without 
military pretension when he entered 
upon his executive duties and encoun- 
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tered at the very threshold a civil war 
which had been long maturing, was 
deeply seated, and in its progress was 
alinost unprecedented in magnitude. 
Neither he nor any of his advisers had 
personal, official, practical experience 
in administering the civil service of 
the Federal Government. The com- 
mencement of hostilities, before they 
had time to become familiar with their 
duties, imposed upon each and ail 
labors and cares beyond those of any 
of their predecessors. To these were 
added the conduct of military opera- 
tions as novel as they were responsi- 
ble. Unprepared as the country was 
for the sudden and formidable insur- 
rection, the Administration was not 
less so, yet it was compelled at once 
to meet it, make preparations, call 
out immense armies, and select officers 
to organize and command them. 

These commanders were most of 
them educated military officers, but 
possessed of limited experience. Their 
lives had been passed on a peace estab- 
lishment, and they were consequently 
without practical knowledge. Many 
of these, as well as such officers as 
were selected from civil life, seemed 
bewildered by their sudden prefer- 
ment, and appeared to labor under the 
impression that they were clothed not 
only with military but civil authority. 
Some in the higher grades imagined 
that in addition to leading armies and 
fighting battles, they had plenary 
power to administer the Government 
and prescribe the policy to be pursued 
in their respective departments. Much 
difficulty and no small embarrassment 
was caused by their mistaken assump- 
tions and acts, in the early part of the 
war. 

J. C. Fremont, the western explor- 
er, a political candidate for the Presi- 
dency in 1856, and made a major 
general by President Lincoln at the 
beginning of the rebellion in 1861, 
was assigned to the command of the 
western department. He evidently 
considered himself clothed with pro- 
consular powers; that he was a repre- 
sentative of the Government in a civil 
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capacity as well as military command- 
er, and soon after establishing his 
headquarters at St. Louis assumed au- 
thority over the slavery question which 
the President could neither recognize 
nor permit. General Hunter, at Port 
Royal, and General Phelps, in the 
Gulf, cach laboring under the same 
error, took upon themselves to issue 
extraordinary manifestoes that conflict- 
ed with the Constitution and laws, on 
the subject of slavery, which the 
President was compelled to disavow. 
The subject, if to be acted upon, was 
administrative and belonged to the 
Government and civil authorities—not 
to military commanders, But there 
was a feeling in Congress and the 
country which sympathized with the 
radical generals in these anti-slavery 
decrees, rather than with the law, and 
the Executive in maintaining it. The 


Secretary of War, under whom these 
generals acted, not inattentive to cur- 
rent opinion, also took an extraordinary 


position, and in his annual report enun- 
ciated a policy in regard to the slavery 
question, without the assent of the 
President and without even consulting 
him. Mr. Lincoln promptly directed 
the assuming portion of the report, 
which had already been printed, to be 
cancelled; but the proceeding embar- 
rassed the Administration and contri- 
buted to the retirement of Mr. Cameron 
from the Cabinet. These differences in 
the army, in the Administration, and 
among the Republicans in Congress, 
extended to the people. A radical 
faction opposed to the legal, cautious, 
and considerate policy of the Presi- 
dent began to crystallize and assume 
shape aad form, which, while it did 
not openly oppose the President, 
sowed ihe seeds of discontent against 
his policy and the general manage- 
ment of public affairs. 

The military operations of the pe- 
riod are not here detailed or alluded 
to, except incidentally when narrating 
the action of the Administration in di- 
recting army movements and shaping 
the policy of the Government. Near- 
ly one-third of the States were, during 
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the Presidency of Mr. Lincoln, unrep- 
resented in the national councils, and 
in open rebellion. A belt of border 
States, extending from the Delaware to 
the Rocky mountains, which, though 
represented in Congress, had a divid- 
ed population, was distrustful of the 
President. Yielding the Administra- 
tion a qualified support, and opposed to 
the Government in almost all its mea- 
sures, was an old organized and disci- 
plined party in all the free States, 
which seemed to consider its obliga- 
tions to party paramount to duty to the 
country. This last, if it did not boldly 
participate with the rebels, was an 
auxiliary, and as a party, hostile to the 
Adininistration, and opposed to near- 
ly every measure for suppressing the 
insurrection. 

There were among the friends of the 
Administration, and especially during 
its last two years, radical differences, 
which in the first stages of the war 
were undeveloped. The mild and per- 
suasive temper of the President, his 
generous and tolerant disposition, and 
his kind and moderate forbearance 
toward the rebels, whom he invited 
and would persuade to return to their 
allegiance and their duty, did not cor- 
respond with the schemes and designs 
of the extreme and violent leaders of 
the Republican party. They had other 
objects than reconstruction to attain, 
were implacable and revengeful, and 
some with ulterior radical views 
thought the opportunity favorable to 
effect a change of administration. 

These had for years fomented divis- 
ion, encouraged strife, and were as ul- 
tra and as unreasonable in their de- 
mands and exactions as the secession- 
ists. Some had welcomed war with 
grim satisfaction, and were for pros- 
ecuting it unrelentingly with fire and 
sword to the annihilation of the rights, 
and the absolute subversion of the 
Southern States and subjection of the 
Southern people. There was in their 
ranks unreasoning fanaticism, and fe- 
rocity that partook of barbarism, with 
a mixture of political intrigue fatal to 
our Federal system. These men, dis- 
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satisfied with President Lincoln, ac- 
cused him of temporizing, of imbecil- 
ity, and of sympathy with the rebels 
because he would not confiscate their 
whole property, and hang or punish 
them as pirates or traitors. These rad- 
ical Republicans, as they were proud 
to call themselves, occupied, like all ex- 
treme men in high party and revolu- 
tionary times, the front rank of their 
party, and, though realiy a minority, 
gave tone and character to the Repub- 
lican organization. Fired with aveng- 
ing zeal, and often successful in their 
extreme views, though to some extent 
checked and modified by the Pres- 
ident, they were presuming, and flat- 
tered themselves they could, if unsuc- 
cessful with Mr. Lincoln, effect a 
change in the administration of the 
Government in 1864 by electing a 
President who would conform to their 
ultra demands. Secret meetings and 
whispered consultations were held for 
that purpose, and for a time aspiring 
and calculating politicians gave them 


encouragement; but it soon became 
evident that the conservative senti- 
ment of the Republicans and the coun- 
try was with Mr. Lincoln, and that the 
confidence of the people in his patriot- 
ism and integrity was such as could 


not be shaken, Nevertheless, a small 
band of the radicals held out and would 
not assent to his benignant policy. 
These malcontents undertook to create 
a distinct political organization which, 
if possessed of power, would make a 
more fierce and unrelenting war on the 
rebels, break down their local insti- 
tutions, overturn their State govern- 
ments, subjugate the whites, elevate the 
blacks, and give not only freedom to 
the slaves, but by national decree over- 
ride the States, and give suffrage to the 
whole colored race. These extreme 
and rancorous notions found no favor 
with Mr. Lincoln, who, though nom- 
inally a Whig in the past, had respect 
for the Constitution, loved the Federal 
Union, and had a sacred regard for the 
rights of the States, which the Whigs 
as a party did not entertain. War 
two years after secession commenced 
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brought emancipation, but emancipa- 
tion did not dissolve the Union, con- 
solidate the Government, or clothe it 
with absolute power; nor did it impair 
the authority and rights which the 
States had reserved. Emancipation 
was a necessary, not a revolutionary 
measure, forced upon the Administra- 
tion by the secessionists themselves, 
who insisted that slavery which was 
local and sectional should be made na- 
tional. 

The war was, in fact, defensive on the 
part of the Government against a sec- 
tional insurrection which had seized 
the fortresses and public property of 
the nation; a war for the maintenance 
of the Union, not for its dissolution; a 
war for the preservation of individual, 
State, and Federal rights; good admin- 
istration would permit neither to be 
sacrificed nor one to encroach on the 
other. The necessary exercise of ex- 
traordinary war powers to suppress the 
Rebellion had given encouragement 
and strength to the centralists who ad- 
vocated the consolidation and concen- 
tration of authority in the general 
Government in peace as well as war, 
and national supervision over the States 
and people. Neither the radical en- 
thusiasts nor the designing centralists 
admitted or subscribed to the doctrine 
that political power emanated from the 
people; but it was the theory of both 
that the authority exercised by the 
States was by grant derived from the 
parental or general Government. It 
was their theory that the Government 
created the States, not that the States 
and people created the Government. 
Some of them had acquiesced in cer- 
tain principles which were embodied 
in the fundamental law called the Con- 
stitution; but the Constitution was in 
their view the child of necessity, a 
mere crude attempt of the theorists of 
1776, who made successful resistance 
against British authority, to limit the 
power of the new central Government 
which was substituted for that of the 
crown. For a period after the Rev- 
olution it was admitted that feeble 
limitations on central authority had 
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been observed, though it was main- 
tained that those limitations had been 
obstructions to our advancing pros- 
perity, the cause of continual contro- 
versy, and had gradually from time to 
time been dispensed with, broken 
down, or made to yield to our growing 
necessities, The civil war had made 
innovations—a sweep, in fact, of many 
constitutional barriers—and radical 
consolidationists like Thaddeus Ste- 
vens and Henry Winter Davis felt that 
the opportunity to fortify central au- 
thority and establish its supremacy 
should be improved. 

These were the ideas and principles 
of leading consolidationists and radi- 
cals in Congress who were politicians of 
ability, had studied the science of gov- 
ernment, and were frum conviction op- 
ponents of reserved rights and State 
sovereignty and of a mere confedera- 
tion or Federal Union, based on the po- 
litical equality and reserved sovereignty 
of the States, but insisted that the cen- 
tral Government should penetrate fur- 
ther and act directly on the people. 
Few of these had given much study or 
thought to fundamental principles, the 
character and structure of our Fedcral 
system, or the Constitution itself. Most 
of them, under the pressure of schemers 
and enthusiasts, were willing to assume 
and ready to exercise any power deem- 
ed expedient, regardless of the organ- 
ic law. Almost unrestrained legisla- 
tion to carry on the war induced a spirit 
of indifference to constitutional re- 
straint, and brought about an assump- 
tion by some, a belief by others, that 
Congress was omnipotent; that it was 
the embodiment of the national will, 
and that the other departments of the 
Government as well as the States were 
subordinate and subject to central Con- 
gressional control. Absolute power, 
the centralists assumed and their fa- 
natical associates seemed to suppose, 
was vested in the legislative body of the 
country, and its decrees, arbitrary and 
despotic, often originating in and car- 
ried first by a small vote in party cau- 
cus, were in all cases claimed to be de- 
cisive, and to be obeyed by the Execu- 
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tive, the judiciary, and the people, re- 
gardless of the Constitution. Parlia- 
mentary discussions were not permit- 
ted, or of little avail. The acts of caucus 
were despotic, mandatory, and decisive. 
The several propositions and plans of 
President Lincoln to reéstablish the 
Union, and induce the seceding States 
to resume their places and be repre- 
sented in Congress, were received with 
disfavor by the radical leaders, who, 
without open assault, set in motion an 
undercurrent against nearly every Ex- 
ecutive proposition as the weak and 
impotent offspring of a well meaning 
and well intentioned, but not very com- 
petent and intelligent mind. It was 
the difference between President Lin- 
coln and the radical leaders in Congress 
on the question of reconciliation, the 
restoration of the States, and the reés- 
tablishment of the Union on the origi- 
nal constitutional basis, which more 
than even his genial and tolerant feel- 
ings teward the rebels led to political 
intrigue among Republican members 
of Congress for the nomination of new 
candidates, and opposition to Mr. Lin- 
coln’s reélection in 1864. At one pe- 
riod this intrigue seemed formidable, 
and some professed friends lent it their 
countenance, if they did not actually 
participate in it, who ultimately disa- 
vowed any connection with the pro- 
ceeding. 

Singular ideas were entertained and 
began to be developed in propositions 
of an extraordinary character, relative 
to the powers and the construction of 
the Government, which were presented 
to Congress, even in the first year of the 
war. Theoretical schemes from culti- 
vated intellects, as well as crude no- 
tions from less intellectual but extreme 
men, found expression in resolutions 
and plans, many of which were absurd 
and most of them impracticable and 
illegal. Foremost and prominent 
among them were a series of studied 
and claborate resolutions prepared by 
Charles Sumner, and submitted to the 
Senate on the 11th of February, 1862. 
Although presented at that early day, 
they were the germ of the reconstruc- 
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tion policy adopted at a later period. 
In this plan or project for the treat- 
ment of the insurrectionary States and 
the people who resided in them, the 
Massachusetts Senator manifested lit- 
tle regard for the fundamental law 
or for State or individual rights. 
The high position which this Senator 
held in the Republican party and 
in Congress and the country, his 
cultured mind and scholarly attain- 
ments, his ardent if not always discreet 
zeal and efforts to free the slaves and 
endow the whole colored race, wheth- 
er capable or otherwise, with all the 
rights and privileges, socially and po- 
litically, of the educated and refined 
white population whom they had pre- 
vieusly served, his readiness and avow- 
ed intention to overthrow the local 
State governments and the social sys- 
tem where slavery existed, to subjugate 
the whites and elevate the blacks, will 
justify a special notice; for it was one 
of the first, if not the very first of the 
radical schemes officially presented 
to change the character of the Govern- 
ment and the previously existing dis- 
tinctions between the races. His the- 
ory or plan may be taken as the pio- 
neer of the many wild and visionary 
projects of the central and abolition 
force, that took shape and form not 
only during the war, but after hostili- 
ties ceased and the rebels were sub- 
dued. 

Mr. Sumner introduced his scheme 
with a preamble which declared, 
among other things, that the ‘‘ exten- 
sive territory” of the South had been 
‘‘usurped by pretended governments 
and organizations ”; that ‘‘ the Consti- 
tution, which is the supreme law of 
the land, cannot be displaced in its 
rightful operation within this territo- 
ry, but must ever continue the su- 
preme law thereof, notwithstanding 
the doings of any pretended govern- 
ments acting singly or in confederation 
in order to put an end to its suprem- 
acy.” Therefore: 


Resolved, 1st. That any vote of secession, or 
other act by which any State may undertake to 
put an end to the supremacy of the Constitution 
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within its territory, is inoperative and void 
against the Constitution, and when sustained by 
force it becomes a practical abdication by the 
State of all rights under the Constitution, while 
the treason which it involves still further works 
an instant forfeiture of all those functions and 
powers essential to the continued existence of 
the State as a body politic, so that from that 
time forward the territory falls under the exclu- 
sive jurisdiction of Congress as other territory, 
and the State, being, according to the language or 
the law, feo de se, ceases to exist. 

2d. That any combination of men assuming to 
act in the place of such State, attempting to en- 
snare or coerce the inhabitants thervof into a con- 
federation hostile to the Union, is rebellious, 
treasonable, and destitute of all moral author‘ty 
and that such combination is a usurpation inc2- 
pable of any constitutional existence and utterly 
lawless, so that everything dependent upon it 1. 
without constitutional or legal support. 

3d. That the termination of a State ander the 
Constitution necessarily causes the termination 
of those peculiar local institutions which, havinz 
no origin in the Constitution, or in those natur.l 
rights which exist independent of the Constitu- 
tion, are upheld by the sole and exclusive author- 
ity of the State. 

. « « Congress will assume complete juris- 
diction of such vacated territory where such un- 
constitutional and illegal things have been at- 
tempted, and will proceed to establish therein ro- 
publican forms of government under the Consti- 
tution. 


It is not shown how a usurpation or 
illegal act by conspirators in any Stat» 
or States could justify or make legal 
a usurpation by the general Govern- 
ment, as this scheme evidently was, nor 
by what authority Congress could de- 
clare that the illegal, inoperative, ani 
void acts of usurpers who might have 
temporary possession of or be a ma- 
jority in a State, could constitute o 
practical abdication by the State it- 
self of all rights under the Consti- 
tution, regardless of the rights of a 
legal, loyal minority, guilty of no usur- 
pation or attempted secession—ilic 
innocent victims of a conspiracy; 
nor where Congress or the Federal 
Government obtained authority to 
pronounce ‘‘an instant forfeiture oi 
all those functions and powers es- 
sential to the continued existence of a 
State as a body politic, so that from 
that time forward the territory falls 
under the exclusive jurisdiction of 
Congress as other territory, and the 
State, being, according to the languarre 
of the law, felo de 32, ceases to exist.” 

The administration of Mr. Buchanan 
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had laid down as a rule of government 
that a State could not be coerced. The 
whole country not in rebellion had de- 
clared there should be no secession, di- 
vision, or destructionof the Federal 
Union, but here was the most conspicu- 
ous leader of the Republican party in 
the Senate proposing a scheme to pun- 
ish a State, to annihilate and destroy its 
government, to territorialize it, to ex- 
clude or expel it from the Union, to 
make no discrimination in its exclu- 
sions and denunciations between the 
loyal and disloyal inhabitants, but to 
punish alike, without trial or convic- 
tion, the just and the unjust. There 
were, though he was unwilling to admit 
it, and was perhaps unaware of it, vin- 
dictive feelings, venom, and revenge in 
his resolutions and in his whole treat- 
ment of the States and the white people 
of the South. From the time that he 
had been stricken down by the blud- 
geon of Brooks in the Senate, Mr. Sum- 
ner waged unrelenting war on the 
whites in the Southern States, and seem- 
ed to suppose it was his special mission 
—he certainly made it the great object 
of his life—to elevate the negro race— 
to give them at least equal rights and 
privileges with the educated and refined 
class—and did not conceal his inten- 
tion and expectation to bring them in 
ag auxiliaries to the Republican party, 
and thereby give it permanent ascend- 
ancy. All this was done in the name of 
humanity, and with apparent self-con- 
vinced sincerity. He was unwilling 
to acknowledge that he was governed 
or influenced by personal resentments 
in his revolutionary plans to degrade 
ithe intelligent white and exalt the ig- 
morant black population by tearing 
-down the constitutional edifice. In fre- 
quent interviews which I held with him 
then and at later periods, when he 
found it impossible to hold his positions 
under the Constitution, he claimed 
that he occupied higher ground, and 
that his authority for these violent 
measures was the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, which declared all men were 
born equal, etc. Mr. Sumner was an 
idealist—neither a constitutionalist nor 
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& practical statesman. He could pull 
down, but he could not construct— 
could declare what he considered hu- 
mane, right, and proper, and act upon 
it regardless of constitutional compro- 
mises or conventional regulations 
which were the framework of the Gov- 
ernment. No manconnected with the 
Administration, or in either branch of 
Congress, was more thoroughly ac- 
quainted with our treaties, so familiar 
with the traditions of the Government, 
or better informed on international 
law than Charles Sumner; but on al- 
most all other Governmental questions 
he was impulsive and unreliable, and 
when his feelings were enlisted, imperi- 
ous, dogmatical, and often unjust. 

Why innocent persons who were loy- 
al to the Government and the Union 
should be disfranchised and proscrib- 
ed because their neighbors and fellow 
citizens had engaged in a conspiracy, 
he could not explain or defend. By 
what authority whole communities and 
States should be deprived of the local 
governments which their fathers had 
framed, under which they were born, 
and with the provisions and traditions 
of which they were familiar, was never 
told. 

His propositions found no favor with 
the Administration, nor were they sup- 
ported at the beginning by any consid- 
erable number even of the extremists in 
Congress. It required much training 
by the centralizing leaders for years 
and all the tyranny of caucus machinery 
after the death of Mr. Lincoln to carry 
them into effect by a series of recon- 
struction measures that were revolu- 
tionary in their character, and which 
to a certain extent unsettled the prin- 
ciples on which the Government was 
founded. 

But the counsel and example of the 
distinguished Senator from Massachu- 
setts were not without their influence. 
Resolutions by radical Republicans and 
counter resolutions, chiefly by Demo- 
crats, relative to the powers and limi- 
tations of the Federal Government and 
the status of States, followed in quick 
succession. On the 11th of June, the 
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subject having been agitated and dis- 
cussed for four months, Mr. Dixon, a 
Republican Senator from Connecticut, 
whose views coincided in the main with 
those of Mr. Lincoln and the Adminis- 
tration, submitted, after consultation 
and advisement, the following: 

Resolved, That all acts or ordinances of seces- 
sion, alleged to have been adopted by any legisla- 
ture or convention of the people of any State, are 
as to the Federal Union absolutely null and void ; 
and that while such acts may and do subject the 
individual actors therein to forfeitures and penal- 
ties, they do not, in any degree, affect the rela- 
tions of the State wherein they purport to have 
been adopted to the Government of the United 
States, but are as to such Government acts of re- 
beilion, insurrection, and hostility on the part of 
the individuals engaged therein, or giving assent 
thereto; and that such States are, notwithstand- 
ing such acts or ordinances, members of the Fed- 
eral Union, and as such are subject to all the ob- 
ligations and duties imposed upon them by the 
Constitution of the United States ; and the loyal 
citizens of such States are entitled to all the 
rights and privileges thereby guaranteed or con- 
ferred. 
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The resolution of Dixon traversed 
the policy of Sumner and was the Ex- 
ecutive view of the questions that were 
agitated in Congress as to the effect of 
the rebellion and the condition of the 
States in insurrection. The Adminis- 
tration did not admit that rebellion 
dissolved the Union or destroyed its 
federative character; nor did it adopt 
or assent to the novel theory that the 
States and the whole people residing 
in them had forfeited all sovereignty 
and all reserved State and individual 
rights, because a portion of the inhab- 
itants had rebelled; nor did it admit 
that the usurpation of a portion of any 
community could bring condemnation 
and punishment on all. The usurpa- 
tions and acts of the rebels were 
considered not legal acts, but nulli- 
ties. 

GIDEON WELLEs. 


LUCILLE’S LETTER. 


UT of the dreary distance and the dark 
I stretch forth praying palms—yet not to pray ; 
Hands fold themselves for heaven, while mine, alas ! 
Are sundered—held your way. 


Brief moments have been ours, yet bright as brief ; 
Oh! how I live them over, one by one, 
Now that the endless days, bereft of you, 
Creep slowly, sadly on. 
Garnered in memory, those bewildering hours, 
A golden harvest of enchantment yield ; 
Here, like a pale, reluctant Ruth, I glean 
A cold and barren field— 


Barren without a shelter: and the hedge 
Is made of thorns and brambles. If I fain 
Would lean beyond the barrier, do you see 
The wounding and the stain ? 
Did God make us to mock us, on the earth ? 
Why did he fuse our spirits by His word, 
Then set His awful Angel in our path, 
His Angel with the sword ? 


Why, when I contrite kneel confessing all, 

And seek with tears the way to be forgiven— 

Why do your pleading eyes look sadly down 
Between my face and heaven ? 

Why does my blood thrill at your fancied touch— 

Stop and leap up at your ideal caress ? 

Ah, God! to feel that dear warm mouth on mine 
In lingering tenderness ! 

To lie at perfect peace upon your heart, 

Your arms close folded round me firm and fast, 

My cheek to yours—oh, vision dear as vain! 
That would be home at last. 

Leon, you are my curse, my blessing too, 

My hell, my heaven, my storm that wrecks to save: 

Life daunts me, and the shadows lengthen out 
Beyond the grave. 

Marr L. Rirrza. 
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O you know, gentle reader, what 
an interesting, valuable, and 
useful book an ‘* Almanack” once 
was? You are gorged with books, 
and newspapers lie about thick as 
leaves in Vallambrosa. Do you éver 
buy an Almanac for five cents? I trow 
not. Therefore you do not know how 
much careful calculation, skill, and 
knowledge are to be had for that small 
piece of money. 

Therefore you cannot sit down in the 
evening and pore over its mystic signs. 
Indeed, I fear you do not know what a 
zodiac is, or what the meaning of 
** Cancer the Crab” and ‘‘ Gemini the 
Twins ” may be. It is more than likely 


you will reply, ‘‘ Oh, yes; if the Crab 
had a Cancer, he would cry Gemini to 
the Twins ”—and in that light and flip- 
pant way you will try to hide your 


brutal ignorance, if a male, your shal- 
low understanding, if a female. 

Now I have just had a sort of musty 
satisfaction in looking over some old 
Almanacs, which dated as far back as 

727. They seem to have been the 
property of somebody whose letters 
were W. 8S. His almanacs were so 
prized that he had interleaved them, and 
then he recorded his profound observa- 
tions. He thus had learned, what I fear 
you have not, that the moon had 
many mysterious influences besides 
making the tides rise and fall, if it 
does. It seems, if we can believe ‘‘ A 
Native of New England,” who made 
B. Greene’s Almanack for 1731, that 
the *‘Moon has dominion over man’s 
body,” and that when she gets into 
**Cancer the Crab” you must expect 
every sort of bedevilment in your 
breast and stomach. When she gets 
into ‘‘ Gemini,” the same in your arms 
and shoulders. When she isin ‘‘ Scor- 
pio” your bowels and belly are in 
danger, and so on all through your 
body; so that we might well enough 
wish the moon were wholly abolished ; 
for the little wishy-washy light she 


gives to lovers and thieves is not at all 
a balance for such fearful threatenings. 

Who was the ‘‘ Native of New Eng- 
land” is a secret, and well it is, for 
in 1727 he graced his title-page wit) 
this poem: 

—Man—that Noble Creature, 

Scanted of time, and stinted by Weak Nature, 
That in foretimes saw jubilees of years, 
As by our Ancient History appears ; 


Nay, which is more, even Silly Women then, 
Liv’d longer time than our grave Graybeard Mer. 


‘*Graced,” did Isay? May we not 
put adis before it? ‘* Silly Women !”’ 
‘*Noble Creature !” Did the Native 
mean that woman then was silly and 
man then noble? Well for him is it 
that our ‘‘ Mrs. Ward Howes” and 
‘*Mrs. Lillie Blakes” cannot make 
rhymes upon Ais name; well for him 
that he went his way hoiding his mantle 
before his face. 

But he himself did not hold himseif 
lightly. He knew all about Apogé 
and Perigé (we now spell them 
Apogée and Perigée). But does the 
Radical Club itself know anything at 
all about Apogée and Perigée? He 
knew when some ‘‘fine moderate 
weather” would come, when ‘‘ winds 
enough for several ” would blow, when 
‘*bad weather for hoop petticoats” 
would be; and that was on the 29th 
and 30th of January, 1727. Fearful 
weather, we may belicve; but he, the 
Native, knew. But alas for us! On 
the 2d, he puts it down as ‘‘ sloppy and 
raw cold.” Now it so chances that W. 
8. has kept his MS. notes against this 
day, and he has it ‘* Very jine and plea- 
sant,” and the next day, ‘Dry and 
dusty.” Lamentable indeed for the Na- 
tive ! But he is not to be shaken for all 
that; he prognosticates through all the 
year just as if ail was to come exactly 
right. One would like to know what 
W. 8. thought of his prognosticator, 
and if he kept on studying and believ- 
ing just the same as if ail had come 
right. J do not doubt he did. 
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And now we come to some positive 
statements about Eclipses, and learn 
what we may depend on in that 
quarter. 

The Native goes on to say, ‘‘ As 
to the effects, they chiefly affect 
those Men that live by their Inge- 
nuity; I mean Painters, Poets, Mer- 
curialists, &c.”” What is a mercurial- 
ist? Does he mean the worship- 
pers of Mercury, thieves, and that 
sort? ‘*But”—and mark the cau- 
tious tone here—‘‘ but whether it for- 
bodes good or ill to them I shall not 
now determine; orly advise them to 
prepare for the worst!” Pretty good 
advice in all times of eclipse; and in 
these days even when there is no 
eclipse. Mark his modesty: ‘‘ I do not 
pretend to Infallibility in my Conjec- 
tures, yet (asI said last year) they many 
times come out too True to make a jest 
of.” Then he goes on: ‘‘I have read 
of astory which 7haurus is said to re- 
late of Andreas Vesalius, a great Astrol- 
oger who lived in the reign of Henry 
the VIII. ; to wit, that he told Mazimil- 


dn the Day and Hour of his Death, who, 
giving credit thereto, ordered a great 
feast to be made, inviting his Friends, 
sat and Eat [ate ?] with them; and af- 
terwards, having distributed his Trea- 


sures among them, took leave of 
them and Dyed at the time predicted.” 
Most kind of this Maximilian, for it 
must have secured a good patronage to 
the astrologers. 

“Yet it does not from hence fol- 
low that a certain rule may be laid 
down ”—a very fine astrologer, you 
perceive, may fail—‘‘ whereby ex- 
actly to discover the Divine appoint- 
ments. But there are many concur- 
ring Causes of Mundane Accidents 
of which Humanity must be con- 
tent to remain Ignorant, and (as a 
wise Author affirms) No Index can be 
found or formed whereby to give us 
any certain Diary or Destiny saving 
that of our dear-bought Experience.” 
But how can we learn about our own 
dying by experience—which is what 
we die to know about? He contin- 
nes: ‘*And here I cannot but take 
notice of our Negro-mancers, who, 


SOME OLD ALMANACKS. 


25 


under pretence of knowledge in the 
Motions of the Heavens, take upon 
them to Fore tell the Appoint- 
ments of Fate with respect to particu- 
lar Persons, and thereby betray the 
Ignorant part of the World Inevitably 
into the Worship of the Devil. But 
if the Wholesome Laws of the Prov- 
ince were duly executed on such Negro- 
mancers, I could veniure to Fore tell 
what would soon be their Fortune ; 
You may Read it at large in this Prov- 
ince, New Law Book, page 117. 

** Marblehead, Sept. 28, 1726. 

‘“*N. Bowen.” 

Ah, friend Bowen was too alarming- 
ly near the Salem witch times when 
Minister Parris and Judge Hawthorne 
had come so nigh putting the Devil to 
rout by hanging an old woman or two 
and squeezing poor Giles Cory to 
death. He knew what the Law could 
do to those wicked negro-mancers if 
they went about predicting things in a 
wicked way. And what a bore it 
might become to have a negro-mancer 
foretelling in a rash and miscellaneous 
way one’s death and bringing it to pass 
too some fine and inconvenient day ! 
Who would not hang a negro-mancer 
like that ? 

But suppose they should go on and 
squeeze the life out of such mild ne- 
gromancers as N. Bowen, Esq., too. 
What then ? 

In 1729 we get an Almanac made 
by a student with a name—Nathaniel 
Ames, junior, student in Physick and 
Astronomy. He does not apply his in- 
tellect to such great speculations as 
Bowen grappled with, but runs easi- 
ly into poetry of the true Homeric 
stamp. Listen: 

January— 

The Earth is white like Neptune's foamy face, 

When his proud Waves the hardy Rocks embrace. 
February— 

Boreas’s chilly breath attacks our Nature, 

And turns the Presbyterian to a Quaker. 

What wicked waggery is here hid- 
den, who can tell? One thing is sure, 
that Februarys ought to be abolished 
by the General Court if such is true; 
for a Quaker then was an abominable 
thing. 





March— 


Phcebus and Mars conjoined do both agree, 
This month shall Warm (nay, more than usual) be. 


We pray that our Almanac makers 
will conjoin Phebus and Mars in all 
our Marches hereafter, so that we too 
may ‘‘Warm (more than usual) be.” 
How melodious that line ! 

April gives a sweet strain, possibly 
premature— 

The Birds, like Orphans, now all things invite 
To come and have Melodious, sweet delight, 

Like Orphans! Why? Should Or 
pheus come in there, or are urphans 
children of Orpheus? We are per- 
plexed. The words sound alike. 


May like a Virgin quickly yields her Charms, 
To the Embrace of Winter's Icy Arms. 

It is not easy to see how that can 
be. Does he mean that winter had 
come back and given May a late frost ? 
And then Virgins do not, so far as I 
know, yield to the Embrace of Win- 
ter’s Icy Arms. Do they? I ask per- 
sons of experience. 

June comes upon us heavily— 


Sov’s scorching Ray puts Blood in Fermentation, 
And is stark raught to acts of Procreation. 


That has a terrible sound. What 
does he mean ? 
July — 
The Moon (this Month), that pale- faced Queen of 
Night, 
Will be disrobed of all her borrowed light. 


No month for lover's madness, this. 
Not a lover can steal forth by the light 
of the moon, or do any foolish thing 
this month, thanks be to God ! 

Angqust— 

The Earth and Sky Resound with Thunder Lond, 
Ard Oblique streams flash from the dusky Cloud. 

That first line demands many capi- 
tal letters, and what a fine word Ob- 
lique is in the second. 

September says— 

The burthened earth abounds with various fruit, 
Which doth the Epicurean’s Palate Suit. 

It is to be hoped these wicked Epi- 
cureans got no more than their share, 
and that church members were not 
converted to the heathen philosophy 
by such baits. 

October— 

The Tyrant Mars cid Saturn now opposes, 


Which stirs up Feuds and may make bloody 
Noses. 
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October then was the fighter’s 
month. This begins nobly, but ends 
waggishly. 

November— 


Now what remains to Comfort up our Lives, 
But Cordial Liquor and kind, loving Wives ? 


‘*Comfort up,” that is good. But 
the Cordial Liquor is doubtful; and 
then are there no girls in the sweet 
bloom of maidenhood left to Comfort 
up our lives? Sad indeed ! 

December closes up— 


The Chrystal streams, congealed to Icy Glass, 
Become {fit roads for Travellers to pass. 


Excellent for the travellers. 
But now in the column of ‘‘ Muta- 
tions of Weather,” we find this”: 


‘* Christmas is nigh; 
The bare name of it 
to Rich or Poor 
will be no profit.” 


We are startled. Does he mean to 
speak ill of Christmas—to sta'» it ? 
We look again. No—it is that Christ- 
mas without roast Turkeys and Mince 


pics will be very bad. The ‘‘ bare name” 


—that is what he will none of. But on 
the contrary the real thing he will 
have, with Roasts and bakes, and—pos- 
sibly—Cordial Liquor to ‘‘ Comfort 
up" the day. What a good word that 
‘*Comfort up” is. We thank Nathan- 
icl for it. 

Now in the volume for 1730 are 
other interesting items, and the seer 
and poet seems to be our old friend, 
Nathan Bowen. He inclines some- 
what to poetry also, for he thus sings: 
Saturn in Thirty Years his Ring Compleats, 
Which Swiftest Jupiter in Twelve repeats ; 

Mars Three and Twenty Months revolving spends, 
The Earth in Twelve her Annual Journey Ends. 
Venus thy Race in twice Four Months is run, 
For his Mercurius Three demands. The Moon 
Her Revolution finishes in One. 

If all at Once are Mov’d, and by one Spring, 
Why so Unequal in their Annual Ring ?” 

Here again the sensitive soul, anx- 
iously pondering, asks, Are students 
of astronomy prone to infidelity, and 
does this last question mean to convey 
the faintest shadow of a doubt? If 
not, why that ‘*‘ Why’? 

We gladly pass on to another topic, 
hoping that Nathan was not damned 
for skepticism. 
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‘‘N. B.—The paper Mill mentioned 
in last year’s almanack (at Milton) has 
begun to go. Any person that will 
bring Rags to D. Henchman & T. Han- 
cock, shall have from 2d. to 6d. a 
pound according to their goodness.” 

‘*Begun to go.” I like that word. 
‘‘Commenced operations,” ‘* started 
in business’: how new and poor those 
great three-syllabled words seem! 
‘* Begun to go” —that is good. 

In 1731 he tells us: 

‘*Ready money is now 
the best of Wares.” 
‘*Some gain & some loose.” 

Dear, dear, how bad! Almost, not 
quite so miserable as to-day—all lose 
now. 

Then he informs us officially what 
salutes are to be fired at Castle Wil- 
liam, as follows: 

March 1 Queen’s Berthday 
May 29 Restoration of K. 

Ch. IL. 17 
K. George II. ac- 

cession 21 
K. G. IL. corona- 

tion 
K. G. Il. Berth- 

day 27 
Powder Plot 17 
Prince of W. 

Berthday _. ae 

In 1732 the Native of New Eng- 
land (if it be Nathan Bowen of Mar- 
blehead) takes hold again and breaks 
into song: 

Indulge, and to thy Genius freely give; 

For not to live at Ease is not to live. 

Death stalks behind thee, and each flying Hour 

Does some loose Remnant of thy Life devour. 

Live while thou livest, for Death shall make us all 

A Name of Nothing, but an Old Wife's Tale. 

Speak : wilt thou Avorick or PLEasuRE Chuse 

To be thy Lord? Take One & One Refuse —/v7- 
seus. 

We begin to fear indeed that Na- 
than is little better than one of those 
wicked Epicureans himself. Aoorice 
or Pleasure. Take one? Must we in- 
deed? Pleasure? It looks asif Na- 
than was a very naughty man. 

Things have evidently not gone 
quite smoothly with N. Bowen this 
last year, for, in his ‘* Kind Reader” 
of 1733, he says: *‘ Having last vear 


21 guns. 


June 11 
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finished Twelve of my Annual Papers 
{he means Almanacks], I proposed to 
lay down my pen and leave the Drudg- 
ery of Calculation to those who have 
more leisure and a Clearer Brain than I 
can pretend to. Indeed, the Contempt 
with which a writer of Almanacks is 
looked on and the Danger he is in of 
being accounted a Conjurer ’—a negro- 
mancer—*‘ should seem sufficient to 
deter a man from publishing anything 
of thiskind. But whenI consider that 
all this is the effect of Ignorance, and, 
therefore, not worth my Notice or Re- 
sentment, and that the most judicious 
and learned part of the World have 
always highly valued and esteemed 
such Undertakings as what are not 
only great and noble in themselves; 
but as they are of absolute necessity in 
the Business and Affairs of Life, I am 
induced to appear again in the World, 
and hope this will meet with the same 
kind acceptance with my former.” 

With me he meets with the same 
kind acceptance, for I believe in the 
Nobility of the Almanac; and it is cer- 
tain that every man should believe in 
the Nobility of his work whatever it 
is—then he is sure of one ardent Ad- 
mirer. It is sad to think that some 
carping critic had been riling the sweet 
soul of Nathan in the year 1732. It is 
all over now. Let us hope he is not 
damned for his Epicureanism, but is 
reaping his crop of praise in a better 
climate than Marblehead. He gives 
us more poetry in 1733, and a clear 
account of why Leap years are nec- 
essary, which I do not repeat here, 
the popular belief being that they were 
invented in order that maidens might 
if they wished make love to swains, 
which belief I would do nothing to 
shake. 

In the next year we have quite a 
learned discourse about the Julian 
Mra, Epochs, Olympiads, etc., from 
which I can only venture to take the 
following concise and valuable and ac- 
curate statement of this astronomer: 

‘* Jesus Curist the Saviour of the 
World was Incarnate in the 4,713 year 
of the Julian Period; the 3,949 of the 
Creation, the 4th of the 194th Olym- 
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piad, and the 753 Currant Year of the 
Roman Foundation.” 

Persons having any doubts as to the 
time of our blessed Saviour’s appear- 
ance had better cut this out and keep 
it carefully for future reference and 
for the confusion of ‘‘ skepticks.” 

Let us not leave these interesting 
vestiges of an earlier creation without 
a few words as to W. 8S. He, as Ihave 
said, was the purchaser and owner of 
these sacred books. His almanacs were 
carefully interleaved and evidently 
were intended to be not only a record 
of the wisdom of the ‘‘ Students in 
Physick and Astronomy,” but also of 
events in the lives of devout owners. 
We find W. 8. begins with fervor and 
fidelity to record daily interesting facts 
such as, in February: 

‘* Fine, somewhat cold. 

‘Very pleasant. 

‘*A storm of snow. 

‘** More snow, but clears away windy. 

‘* A very fine day. 

** Idem, but windy.” 


Aha! here, then, we have a man who 
knew Latin in the Year of our Lord 


1727. ‘*Idem”—that is such a good 
word that he uses it often, and it has 
a good sound, too. Through January, 
February, March he attends daily to 
this high duty, and tells us how it 
was: 

““A bright morning, but a dull day. 

** Windy. 

** Cool.” 

On the 27th, ‘‘Much rain, a violent 
storm, snow’d up.” 

In April things change. His in- 
terest flags. He does not write down 
his record every day. Has W. 8S. 
grown lazy? Is it too warm for as- 
siduous tasks, or has a new element 
come into his life? Let us see. He 
begins April: 

“*1. Aclearer day, 

**2. Set my clock forward 20 m. 

**3. Lethficld arrived from Lon- 
don.” 

The clock—that, I believe, was the 
great event, and that it came from Lon- 
don. What may it have been? Clearly 
one of those tall, stately pieces with the 
moon and the sun showing their faces 
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on the silver dial, the fine mahogany 
case worthy to uphold all. Where is 
that clock now? Whocantell? From 
this time forth this was the object of 
interest, for in nearly ali the months 
we have this record, ‘‘ Set my clock.” 
He grows terribly indifferent to the 
weather. A clock then was a wonder- 
ful thing, and it is a wonderful thing 
now. Think of it. How these little 
wheels aud springs are so contrived 
that they tick the seconds and the 
minutes and the hours day and night, 
so that Father Time might himself set 
his watch by some of them. But then 
it was a rarer and a more interesting 
thing than now. We can easily fancy 
the neighbors gathering to see the fine 
clock standing in its place in the hall, 
telling its monotonous tale all the 
nights and days. 

But another interesting record now 
comes in. This, too, is an event—in 
May: 

“17. I bottled cyder.” 

And then in October again: 

**20. Cyder come.” 

Cyder is not a thing to be despised 
even by a man who knows Latin. 
But is not cyder an important thing 
to everybody? They had neither 
tea nor coffee then, and man likes 
to drink. We may know, too, that 
in those days every good woman made 
a few bottles of currant wine, made 
also her rose cakes to sweeten her 
drawers, gathered and dried lavender 
to make lavender-water, also sage and 
hoarhound, ‘‘ good forsickness.’’ Alas! 
that people might be sick even in 
those ‘*Good old Times,” we knew, 
and we find that in January, 1727, W. 
S. puts down carefully this: 

‘*A Recipe for y¢ cure of Sciatica 
pains—viz. : 

‘*Take 2 ounces of flowered brim- 
stone, four ounces of Molasses. Mix 
y™ together, and take a spoonfull 
morning and evening, and if yt do 
not effect a cure, take another spoon- 
full at noon also.” You continue un- 
til you get well, or—something ! 

Why endure sciatica pains after 
this? We make no charge for this 
valuable knowledge. 
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But in June we find it put down: 

‘*Mr. Davenport Chosen Tutor 

And confirmed by y® overseers.” 
Here we have a clue to the Latin. 

And in August is another entry: 

‘*Governor Burnett, upon an invi- 
tation, came to visit ye Coll: besides 

y® Civil Officers in Cambridge 
wth some others, together with ye 
Masters of Art in College, were invited 
to dine wth him. There was an Ora- 
tion in y@ hall by Sir Clark, some of 
y® neighboring Clergie were present, 
& about sixty persons in all had a 
handsome dinner in yé Library.” 

Here was an event to be recorded. 
But was W. 8S. present? We remain 
in the dark. 

Entries now become more and more 
uncommon. We learn little more of 
the clock or of the cyder; and we are 
at a loss to explain the reason why. 
But lo! we have it! In November 
there is but one entry, on the 

“21. Iwas married.” 

There is the gospel, without note or 
comment. To whom? We ask in 
vain. ‘*I was married,” and that is 
all. But is not that enough? No 
more records about clocks and cyder ! 
What need of those things? Very 
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few entries are made in this year, and 
these are records of the thermometer. 
Evidently a new one had come from 
London. But in October is a short 
and significant record : 

**19. Bille was born at 5 a clock 
morning.” 
It was inevitable—cause and effect— 
a striking example—most philosophic! 
Had he black eyes or blue? Was he 
like his father or his mother? Was 
he little or big? Did he weigh 
eight pounds or ten? Did he live to 
be a man? None of these things are 
recorded, and we shall never know. 
After this supreme event few entries 
appear in the diary through the years. 
Life has become engrossing, impor- 
tant. Let us hope it was sufficing 
and not full of failure and trouble; 
let us enjoy the pleasure of believing 
so, as we well may. The clock, the 
cyder, the thermometer, the little 
Bille: what more important matters had 
he or have we torecord? We part with 
the three, the four faint shadows, Na- 
thaniel, Nathan, W. §8., and little 
Bille, with a mild regret, hoping we 
may meet them, and especially ‘‘ little 
Bille,” on the other side, Till then 
farewell. 

CHARLes WyYLLys ELLIOTT. 
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O TITAN soul, ascend your starry steep 
On golden stair to gods and storied men ! 
Ascend ! nor care where thy traducers creep. 
For what may well be said of prophets when 
A world that’s wicked comes to call them good ? 


Ascend and sing! As kings of thought who 
stood 

On stormy heights and held far lights to men, 

Stand thou and shout above the tumbled roar, 

Lest brave ships drive and break against the 


shore. 


What thouch thy sounding song be roughly set ? 
Parnassus’ self is rough! Give thou the thought, 
The golden ore, the gems that few forget ; 

In time the tinsel jewel will be wrought. 

Stand thou alone and fixed as destiny ; 

An imaged god that lifts above all hate, 

Stand thou serene and satisfied with fate. 

Stand thou as stands that lightning-riven tree 
That lords the cloven clouds of gray Yosemite. 


Yea, lone, sad soul, thy heights must be thy 
home 

Thou sweetest lover! love shall climb to thee, 

Like incense curling some cathedral dome 

From many distant vales. Yet thou shalt be, 
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O grand, sweet singer, to the end alone. 

But murmur not. The moon, the mighty spheres, 
Spin on alone through all the soundless years ; 
Alone man comes on earth ; he lives alone ; 
Alone he turns to front the dark Unknown. 


Then range thine upper world, nor stoop to wers. 

Walk thou the heights as walked the old Greeks 
when 

They talked to austere gods, nor turned to men. 

‘Teach thou the order of the singing stars. 

Behold, in mad disorder these are set, 

And yet they sing in ceaseless harmonies. 

They spill as jewels spilt through space. They 
fret 

The souls of men who measure melodies 

As they would measure slimy deeps of seas. 


Take comfort,O uncommon soul, Yet pray 

Lest ye grow proud in such exalted worth. 

Let no man reckon he excels. I say 

The laws of compensation compass earth, 

And no man gains without some equal loss : 

Each ladder round of fame becomes a rod, 

And he who lives must die upon a cross. 

The stars are far, but flowers bless the sod, 

And he who has the least of man has most of God. 
JOAQUIN MILLER. 





MADCAP VIOLET. 


By Wititiam BLack. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 
JOY AND FEAR. 

AS this man mad, that he, an 
invalid, propped up in his 
chair, and scarcely able to move a 
wine-glass out of his way, should play 
pranks: with the whole created order 
of things, tossing about solar systems 
as if they were no more than juggler’s 
balls, and making universal systems of 
philosophy jump through hoops as if 
he were a lion tamerin aden? These 
poor women did not know where to 
catch him. Violet used to say that he 
was like a prism, taking the ordinary 
daylight of life and splitting it up 
into a thousand gay and glancing 
colors. That was all very well as a 


spectacular exhibition; but how when 
he was apparently instructing them in 


some serious matter? Was it fair to 
these tender creatures who hud so lov- 
ingly nursed him, that he should as- 
sume the airs of a teacher, and gravely 
lead out his trusting disciples into the 
desert places of the earth, when his 
only object was to get them into a bog 
and then suddenly reveal himself as a 
will-o’-the-wisp, laughing at them with 
a fiendish joy ? 

What, for example, was all this non- 
sense about the land question—about 
the impossibility of settling it in Eng- 
land so long as the superstitious re- 
gard for land existed in the English 
mind? They were quite ready to be- 
lieve him. They deprecated that su- 
perstition most sincerely. They could 
not understand why a moneyed Eng- 
lishman’s first impulse was to go and 
buy land; they could give no reason 
for the delusion existing in the bosom 
of every Englishman that he, if no one 
else, could make money out of the oc- 
cupation of a farm that had ruined a 
dozen men in succession. All this was 
very well; but what were they to 


make of his sudden turning round and 
defending that superstition as the most 
beautiful sentiment in human nature ¢ 
It was, according to him, the sublim- 
est manifestation of filial love—the 
instinct of affection for the great moth- 
er of us all. And then the flowers 
became our small sisters and brothers; 
and the dumb look of appeal in a 
horse’s eye, and the singing of a thrush 
at the break of day—these were but 
portions of the inarticulate language 
now no longer known to us. What 
was any human being to make of this 
rambling nonsense ? 

It all came of the dress coat, and of 
his childish vanity in his white wrist- 
bands. It was the first occasion on 
which he had ceremoniously dressed 
for dinner; and Violet had come over; 
and he was as proud of his high and 
stiff collar, and of his white necktie, as 
if they had been the ribbon and star of 
a royal order. And then they were all 
going off the next morning—Miss 
North included—to a strange little 
place on the other side of the Isle of 
Wight; and he had gone ‘‘ clean daft ” 
with the delight of expectation. There 
was nothing sacred from his mischiev- 
ous fancy. He would have made fun 
of a bishop. In fact he did; for, hap- 
pening to talk of inarticulate language, 
he described having seen ‘‘ the other 
day,” in Buckingham Palace road, a 
bishop who was looking at some china 
in a shop window; and he went on to 
declare how a young person driving a 
perambulator, and too earnestly occu- 
pied with a sentry on the other side of 
the road, incontinently drove that per- 
ambulator right on to the carefully 
swathed toes of the bishop; and then 
he devoted himself to analyzing the 
awful language which he saw on the 
afflicted man’s face. 

‘* But, uncle,” said Amy Warrener, 
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with the delightful freshness of fifteen, 
‘*how could you see anybody in Buck- 
ingham Palace road the other day, 
when you haven’t been out of the 
house for months ?” 

‘* How ?” said he, not a whit abash- 
ed. ‘‘Howcould I see him? I don’t 
know, but I tell you I did see him. 
With my eyes, of course.” 

He lost his temper, however, after 
all. 

‘*To-morrow,” he was saying, ‘I 
bid good-by to my doctor. I bear 
him no malice; may he long be spared 
from having to meet in the next world 
the people he sent there before him ! 
But look here, Violet-—to-morrow even- 
ing we shall be free—and we shall 
celebrate our freedom, and our first 
glimpse of a seashore, in Scotch 
whiskey—in hot Scotch whiskey—in 
Scotch whiskey with the boilingest of 
boiling water, just caught at the 
proper point of cooling. You don’t 
know that point; I will teach you; it 
is perfection. Don't you know that 
we have just caught the cooling point 
of the carth—just that point in its 
transition from being a molten mass to 
its becoming a chilled and played out 
stone that admits of our living ad 

‘+ But, uncle,” said Amy, ‘‘ I thought 
the earth used to be far colder than it 
is now. Remember the glacial pe- 
riod,” added this profound student of 
physics. 

This was too much. 

‘‘Dear, dear me!” he exclaimed. 
**Am I to be brought up at every sec- 
ond bya pert schoolgirl when I am 
expounding the mysteries of life? 
What have your twopenny-halfpenny 
science primers to do with the grand 
secret of toddy? I tell you we must 
catch it at the cooling point ; and then, 
Violet—for you are a respectful and 
attentive student—if the evening is 
fine, and the air warm, and the win- 
dows open and looking out to the 
south— do you think the doctor could 
object to that one first, faint trial of a 
cigarette, just to make us think we 
are up again in the August nights—off 
Isle Ornsay—with Aleck up at the bow 


MADCAP VIOLET. 31 


singing that hideous and melancholy 
song of his, and the Sea Pyot slowly 
creeping along by the black islands ?” 

She did not answer at all; but fora 
brief moment her liptrembled. Amid 
all this merriment she had sat with a 
troubled face, and with a sore and 
heavy heart. She had seen init but a 
pathetic bravado. He would drink 
Scotch whiskey—he would once more 
light a cigarette—merely to assure her 
that he was getting thoroughly well 
again; his laughter, his jokes, his wild 
sallies were all meant, and she knew 
it, to give her strength of heart and 
cheerfulness. She sat and listened, 
with her eyes cast down. When she 
heard him talk lightly and playfully 
of all that he meant todo, her heart 
throbbed, and she dared not lift her 
eyes to his face, lest they should sud- 
denly reveal to him that awful conflict 
within of wild, and piteous, and ago- 
nizing doubt. 

Then that reference to their wander- 
ings in the northern seas—he did not 
know how she trembled as he spoke. 
She could never even think of that 
strange time she had spent up there, 
and of the terrible things that had 
come of it, without a shudder, If she 
could have cut it out of her life and 
memory altogether, that would have 
been well; but how could she forget 
the agony of that awful farewell; the 
sense of utter loneliness with which she 
saw the shores recede; the conviction 
then borne in upon her—and never 
wholly eradicated from her mind— 
that some mysterious doom had over- 
taken her, from which there was no 
escape. The influence of that time, 
and of the time that succeeded it, still 
dwelt upon her, and overshadowed 
her with its gloom. She had almost 
lost the instinct of hope. She never 
doubted, when they carried young 
Dowse into that silent room, but that 
he would die: was it not her province 
to bring misery to all who were asso- 
ciated with her? And she had got so 
reconciled to this notion that she did 
not argue the matter with herself; she 
had, for example, no sense of bitter- 
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ness in contrasting this apparent 
‘*destiny” of hers with the most 
deeply-rooted feeling in her heart; 
namely, a perfectly honest readiness to 
give up her own life if only that could 
secure the happiness of those she loved. 
She did not even feel injured because 
this was impossible. Things were so; 
and she accepted them. 

But sometimes, in the darkness of 
her room, in the silence of the night- 
time, when her heart seemed to be lit- 
erally breaking with its conflict of 
anxious love and returning despair, 
some wild notion of propitiation— 
doubtless derived from ancient legends 
—would flash across her mind; and 
she would cry in her agony, ‘‘If one 
must be taken, let it be me! The 
world cares for him. What am I?” If 
she could only go out into the open 
place of the city, and bare her bosom 
to the knife of the priest, and call on 
the people to see how she had saved 
the life of her beloved—surely that 
would be todie happy. What she had 
done, now that she came to look back 
over it, seemed but too poor an expres- 
sion of her great love and admiration. 
What mattered it that a girl should 
give up her friends and her home? 
Her life—her very life—that was what 
she desired, when these wild fancies 
possessed her, to surrender freely, if 
only she could know that she was res- 
cuing him from the awful portals that 
her despairing dread saw open before 
him, and was giving him back—as she 
bade him a last farewell—to health, 
and joy, and the comfort of many 
friends, 

With other wrestlings in spirit, far 
more eager and real than these mere 
fancies derived from myths, it is not 
within the province of the present 
writer to deal; they are not for the 
house-tops or the market-places. But 
it may be said that in all directions 
the gloomy influences of that past time 
pursued her; wherever she went she 
was haunted by a morbid fear that all 
her resolute will could not shake off. 
Where, for example, could she go for 
sweeter consolation, for more cheering 
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solace than to the simple and reassur- 
ing services of the church? But be- 
fore she entered, eager to hear words 
of hope and strengthening, there was 
the graveyard to pass through, with 
the misery of generations recorded on 
its melancholy stones. 


CHAPTER XLV. 
‘“‘OH, GENTLE WIND THAT BLOWETH 
SOUTH.” 

Bot if this girl, partly through her 
great yearning love, and partly through 
the overshadowing of her past suffer- 
ings, was haunted by a mysterious 
dread, that was not the prevailing 
feeling within this small household 
which was now pulling itself together 
for a flight to the south. Even she 
caught something of the brisk and 
cheerful spirit awakened by all the 
bustle of departure; and when her fa- 
ther, who had come te London Bridge 
station to see the whole of them off, 
noticed the businesslike fashion in 
which she ordered everybody about, 
so that the invalid should have his 
smallest comforts attended to, he could 
not help saying, with a laugh— 

‘*Well, Violet, this is better than 
starting for America all by yourself, 
isn’t it? But I don’t think you would 
have been much put out by that 
either.” 

A smart young man came up, and 
was for entering the carriage. 

‘*T beg your pardon,” said she, re- 
spectfully but firmly. ‘* This carriage 
is reserved.” 

The young man looked at both win- 
dows. 

‘*T don’t sce that it is,” he retorted 
coolly. 

He took hold of the handle of the 
door, when she immediately rose and 
stood before him, an awful politeness 
and decorum on her face, but the fire 
of Briinhilde the warrior maiden in 
her eyes. 

** You will please call the guard be- 
fore coming in here. The carriage is 
reserved.” 
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At this moment her father came for- 
ward—not a little inclined to laugh. 

“I beg yohr pardon, sir, but the 
carriage is really reserved. There wes 
a written paper put up—it has fallen 
down, I suppose—there it is.” 

So the smart young man went away; 
but was it fair, after this notable vic- 
tory, that they should all begin to 
make fun of her fierce and majestic 
bearing, and that the very person for 
whose sake she had confronted the 
enemy should begin to make ridicu- 
lous rhymes about her, such as these: 

“Then out spake Violet Northimus— 

Of Euston Square was she — 

* Lo, I will stand at thy right hand, 

And guard the door with thee !’” 
Violet Northimus did not reply. She 
wore the modesty of a victor. She 
was ready at any moment to meet six 
hundred such as he; and she was not 
to be put out, after the discomfiture 
of her enemy, by a joke. 

Then they slowly rolled and grated 
out of the station, and by-and-by the 
swinging pace increased, and they 
were out in the clearer light and the 
fresher air, with a windy April sky 
showing flashes of blue from time to 
time. They went down through a 
succession of thoroughly English look- 
ing landscapes—quiet valleys with 
red-tiled cottages in them, bare heights 
green with the young corn, leng 
stretches of brown and almost leafless 
woods, with the rough banks outside 
all starred with the pale, clear prim- 
rose. There was one in that carriage 
who had had no lack of flowers that 
spring—flowers brought by many a 
kindly hand to brighten the look of 
the sick room; but surely it was some- 
thing more wonderful to see the flow- 
ers themselves, growing here in this 
actual and outside world which had 
been to him for many a weary week 
but a dimly imagined dreamland. 
There were primroses under the hedges, 
primroses along the high banks, prim- 
roses shining pale and clear within the 
leafless woods, among the russet leaves 
of the previous autumn, And then 
the life and motion of the sky, the 
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southwesterly winds, the black and 
lowering clouds suddenly followed by 
a wild and dazzling gleam of sunlight, 
the grays and purples flying on and 
leaving behind them a welcome ex- 
panse of shining April blue. 

The day was certainly squally 
enough, and might turn to showers; 
but the gusts of wind that blew 
through the carriage were singularly 
sweet and mild; and again and again 
Mr. Drummond, who had been raised 
by all this new life and light into the 
very highest spirits, declared with 
much soiemnity that he could already 
detect the smell of the salt sea air. 
They had their quarrels of course. It 
pleased a certain young lady to treat 
the south coast of England with much 
supercilious contempt. You would 
have imagined from her talk that there 
was something criminal in one’s living 
even within twenty miles of the bleak 
downs, the shabby precipices, and the 
muddy sea which, according to her, 
were the only recognizable features of 
our southern shores. She would not 
admit indecd that there was any sea at 
all there; there was only churned 
chalk. Was it fair to say, even under 
the exasperation of continual goading, 
that the Isle of Wight was only a 
trumpery toy shop; that its *‘ scenery” 
was fitly adorned with bazaars for the 
eale of sham jewelry; that its amuse- 
ments were on a par with those of 
Rosherville gardens; that its rocks 
were made of mud and its sea of pow- 
dered lime ? 

‘*By heavens,” exclaimed her an- 
tagonist, ‘‘I will stand this no longer. 
I will call upon Neptune to raise such 
a storm in the Solent as shall convince 
you that there is quite enough sea sur- 
rounding that pearl of islands, that 
paradise, that world’s wonder we are 
going to visit.” 

**Yes, I have no doubt,” said she 
with sweet sarcasm, ‘‘ that if you stir- 
red the Solent with a teaspoon, you 
would frighten the yachtsmen there 
out of their wits.” 

‘*Oh, Violet,” cried another young 
lady, *‘ you know you were dreadfully 
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frightened that night in Tobermory 
bay, when the equinoctial gales caught 
us, and the men were tramping over- 
head all night long.” 

‘*T should be more frightened down 
here,” was the retort, ‘‘ because if we 
were driven ashore I should be choked 
first and drowned afterward. Fancy 
going out of the world with a taste of 
chalk in your mouth.” 

Well, at this moment the fierce dis- 
cussion was stopped by the arrival of 
the train at Portsmouth; but here a 
very singular incident occurred. Vio- 
let was the first to step out on to the 
platform. 

‘* You have a tramway car that goes 
down to the pier, have you not ?” she 
asked of the guard. 

‘* Ain’t going to-day, miss,” was the 
answer. ‘‘ Boats can’t come in to 


Southsea—the seais very high. You'll 
have to go to Portsea, miss.” 

Now, what was this man’s amazc- 
ment on seeing this young lady sud- 
denly burst out laughing as she turned 


and looked into the carriage. 

‘Did you hear that?” she cried. 
“The Solent is raging! They can’t 
come near Southsea ! Don’t you think, 
Mrs. Warrener, that it will be very 
dangerous to go to Portsea ?” 

**Pll tell you what it is,” said Mrs. 
Warrener with a malicious smile, ‘if 
a certain young lady I know were to 
be ill in crossing, she would be a good 
deal more civil to her native country 
when she reached the other side.” 

But in good truth, when they got 
down to Portsea there was a pretty 
stiff breeze blowing; and the walk out 
on the long pier was not a little trying 
to an invalid who had but lately re- 
covered the use of his limbs. The 
small steamer, too, was tossing about 
considerably at her moorings; and Vi- 
olet pretended to be greatiy alarmed 
because she did not see half-a-dozen 
lifeboats on board. Then the word 
was given; the cables thrown off; and 
presently the tiny steamer was running 
out to the windy and gray-green sea, 
the waves of which not unfrequently 
sent a shower of spray across her 
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decks. The small party of voyagers 
crouched behind the funnel, and were 
well out of the water’s tay. 

** Look there now,” cried Mr. Drum- 
mond, suddenly pointing to a large 
bird that was flying by, high up in the 
air, about a quarter of a mile off—‘‘do 
you see that? Do you know what 
that is? Tiat is a wild goose, a gray 
lag, that has been driven in by bad 
weather; now can you say we have no 
waves, and winds, and sca in the 
south ?” 

Miss Violet was not daunted. 

‘*Perhaps it is a goose,” she said 
coolly. ‘‘I never saw but one flying— 
—you remember you shot it. What 
farm-yard has this one left ?”’ 

‘*Oh, for shame, Violet,” Mrs. War- 
rener called out, ‘‘to rake up old sto- 
ries |” 

She was punished for it. The in- 
sulted sportsman was casting about for 
the cruelest retort he could think of, 
when, as it happened, Miss Violet be- 
thought her of looking round the cor- 
ner of the boiler to see whether they 
were getting near Ryde; and at the 
same moment it also happened that a 
heavy wave, striking the bows of the 
steamer, sent a heap of water whirling 
down between the paddle-box and the 
funnel, which caught the young lady 
on the face with a crack like a whip. 
As to the shout of laughter which then 
greeted her, that small party of folks 
had heard nothing like it for many a 
day. There was salt water dripping 
from her hair; salt water in her eyes; 
salt water running down her tingling 
and laughing cheeks; and she richly 
deserved to be asked, as she was im- 
mediately asked, whether the Solent 
was compounded of water and marl or 
water and chalk, and which brand she 
preferred. 

Was it the balmy southern air that 
tempered the vehemence of these wan- 
derers as they made their way across 
the island, and getting into a carriage 
at Ventnor, proceeded to drive along 
the Undercliff? There was s& great 
quiet prevailing along these southern 
shores. They drove by underneath 
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the tall and crumbling precipices, with 
wood pigeons suddenly shooting out 
from the clefts, and jackdaws wheel- 
ing about far up in the blue, They 
passed by sheltered woods, bestarred 
with anemones and primroses, and 
showing here and there the purple of 
the as yet half-opened hyacinth; they 
passed by lush meadows, all ablaze 
with the golden yellow of the celan- 
dine and the purple of the ground ivy; 
they passed by the broken, picturesque 
banks where the tender blue of the 
speedwell was visible from time to 
time, with the white glimmer of the 
starwort. And then all this time they 
had on their left a gleaming and wind- 
driven sea, full of motion, and light, 
and color, and showing the hurrying 
shadows of the flying clouds. 

At last far away, secluded and quict, 
they came to a quaint little inn, placed 
high over the sea, and surrounded by 
sheltering woods and hedges. The 
sun lay warm on the smooth grecn 
lawn in front, where the daisies grew. 
There were dark shadows—almost 
black shadows—along the encircling 
hedge and under the cedars; but these 
only showed the more brilliantly the 
silver lighting of the restless, whirl- 
ing, wind-swept sea beyond. It was 
x picturesque little house, with its long 
veranda half-smothered in ivy and rose 
bushes now in bud; with its tangled 
garden about, green with young haw- 
thorn and sweetened by the perfume 
of the lilacs; with its patches of uncut 
grass, where the yellow cowslips droop- 
ed. There was an air of dreamy re- 
pose about the place; even that whirl- 
ing and silvery gray sea produced no 
sound; here the winds were stilled, 
and the black shadows of the trees on 
that smooth green lawn only moved 
with the imperceptible moving of the 
sun. 

Violet went up stairs and into her 
room alone; she threw open the small 
casements, and stood there looking 
out with a somewhat vague and dis- 
tant look. There was no mischief now 
in those dark and tender eyes; there 
was rather an anxious and wistful ques- 
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tioning. And her heart seemed to go 
out from her to implore these gentle 
winds, and the soft colors of the sca, 
and the dreamy stillness of the woods, 
that now they should, if ever that was 
possible to them, bring all their sweet 
and curative influences to bear on him 
who had come among them. Now, if 
ever! Surely the favorable skies 


would heed, and the secret healing of 
the woods would hear, and the boun- 
tiful life-giving sea winds would be- 
Surely it was not 


stir to her prayer! 
too late ! 


CHAPTER XLVI. 
HOPE’S WINGS. 

Tue long journey had taxed his re- 
turning strength to the utmost, and 
for the remainder of that day he look- 
ed worn and fatigued; but on the next 
morning he was in the best of spirits, 
and nothing would do but that they 
should at once set out on their explo- 
rations. 

‘Why not rest here ?” said Violet. 
They were sitting in the shade of 
their morning room, the French win- 
dows wide open, the pillars and roof 
of the veranda outside framing in a 
picture of glowing sunlight and green 
vegetation, with glimpses of the sil- 
very, white sea beyond. ‘*Why not 
rest here?” she said; ‘‘ what is the 
use of driving about to see bare downs, 
and little holes in the mud that they 
call chasms, and waterfalls that are 
turned on from the kitchen of the hotel 
above? That is what they consider 
scenery in the Isle of Wight; and then, 
before you can see it, you must buy a 
glass brooch ora china doll.” 

The fact is, he did not himself par- 
ticularly care about these excursions, 
but he was afraid of the place becom- 
ing tiresome and monotonous to one 
whom he would insist on regarding as 
a visitor. She on the other hand af- 
fected a profound contempt for the 
sufficiently pleasant places about the 
Isle of Wight for the very purpose of 
inducing him to rest in the still seclu- 
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sion of this retreat they had chosen. 
But here was the carriage at the door. 

‘* Violet,” said Amy Warrener, as 
they were leisurely driving along the 
quiet ways, under the crumbling gray 
cliffs, where the jackdaws were flying, 
‘‘where shall we go for a ciimb? 
Don’t you think we might come upon 
another Mount Glorioso ?” 

‘*No,” said the girl rather absently ; 
**T don’t think we shall see another 
Mount Glorioso soon again.” 

‘*Not this autumn?” cricd Mr. 
Drummond cheerfully; ‘‘not this 
summer ?—for why should we wait for 
the autumn! Violet, I have the most 
serious projects with regard to the 
whole of us. It is high time that I set 
about recognizing the ends of exist- 
ence; that is to say, before I dic I 
must have a house in Bayswatcr and 
two thousand a year. All nice novels 
end that way. Now, in order that we 
shall all reach this earthly paradise, 
what is to be done? I have two pro- 
jects. A publisher—the first wise man 
of his race—I wili write an epitaph for 
him quite different from my universal 
epitaph—this shrewd and crafty per- 
son, determined to rescue at least one 
mute, inglorious Milton from neglect, 
has written to me. There! He has 
read my article on ‘The Astronomical 
Theory with regard to the Early Reli- 
gions’; he has perceived the profound 
wisdom, the research, the illuminating 
genius of that work—by the way, I 
don’t think I ever fully explained to 
you my notions on that subject ?” 

**Oh, no, please don’t,” said Violet 
meekly. ‘* What does the publisher 
say ¢” 

**Do you see the mean, practical, 
commercial spirit of these women?” 
he said, apparently addressing himself. 
‘*It is only the money they think of. 
They don’t want to be instructed !” 

‘*T know the article well enough,” 
said Violet blushing hotly. ‘‘I read it 
—I—I saw it advertised, and bought 
the review, when I hadn’t much money 
to spend on such things.” 

**Did you, Violet ?” said he, forget- 
ting for a moment his nonsense, Then 
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he continued: ‘‘The publisher thinks 
that with some padding of a general 
and attractive nature, the subject 
might be made into a book. Why, 
therefore, should not our fortune be 
made at once, and the gates of Bays- 
water thrown open to the Peri? Ido 
believe I could make an interesting 
book. I will throw in a lot of Irish 
anecdotes, I wonder if I could have 
it illustrated with pictures of ‘Charles 
I. in Prison,’ the ‘ Dying Infant,’ ‘ The 
Sailor’s Adieu,’ and some such popular 
things !” 

‘I think,” said Violet humbly, ‘‘ we 
might go on to the other project.” 

‘“*Ah,” said he thoughtfully, ‘‘ that 
requires time and silence first. I must 


have the inspiration of the mountains 
Do you know 


before I can resolve it. 
what it is?” 

**Not yet.” 

“Tt is the utilizing of a great natu- 
ral force. That is what all science is 
trying to do now; and here is one of 
the mightiest forces in nature of which 
nothing is made, unless it be that a 
few barges get floated up and down 
our rivers. Do you see? The great 
mass of tidal force, absolutely irresist- 
ible in its strength, punctual as the 
clock itself, always to be calculated 
on—why should this great natural en- 
gine remain unused ?” 

‘*But then, uncle,” said a certain 
young lady, ‘‘if you made the tide 
drive machinery at one time of the 
day, you would have to turn the house 
round to let it drive it again as it was 
going back.” 

‘*Child, child !” said the inventor 
peevishly, ‘‘ why do you tack on these 
petty details to my grand conception ? 
It is the idea I want to sell; other peo- 
ple can use it. Now, will the govern- 
ment grant me a patent ?” 

‘*Certainly,” said Violet. 

** What royalty on all work executed 
by utilizing the tidal currents ?” 

‘*A million per cent.” 

‘* How much will that bring in?” 

‘*Three millions a minute |” 

** Ah,” said he, sinking back with a 
sigh, ‘‘we have then reached the goal 
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at last. Bayswater, we approach you. 
Shall the brougham be bottle-green or 
coffee-colored ?” 

‘*A brougham !” cried Violet; ‘*no 
—a barge of white and gold, with 
crimson satin sails, and oars of bronze, 
towed by a company of snow-white 
swans ad 

‘*Or mergansers "—— 

** And floating through the canals of 
claret which we shall set flowing in the 
streets. Then the Lord Mayor and the 
corporation will come to meet you, 
and you will get the freedom of the 
city presented in a gold snuff-box. As 
for Buckingham Palace—well, a bar- 
onetcy would be a nice thing.” 

‘‘A baronetcy! Three millions a 
year and only a baronet! By the 
monuments of Westminster Abbey, I 
will become a duke and an archbishop 
rolled into one, and have the right of 
sending fifteen people a day to be be- 
headed at the tower.” 

‘*Oh, not that, uncle !” 

**And why not ?” 

‘*Because there wouldn’t be any 
publishers at the end of the year.” 

**And here we are at Black Gang 
Chine !” 

Violet would not go down. She 
positively refused to go down. She 
called the place Black Gang Sham, and 
hoped they were pouring enough wa- 
ter down the kitchen pipe of the hotel 
to make a foaming cataract. But she 
begged Mrs. Warrener and Amy, who 
had not seen the place, to go down, 
while she remained in the carriage 
with Mr. Drummond. So these two 
disappeared into the bazaar. 

‘*You are not really going to Scot- 
land, are you?” she said simply, her 
head cast down. 

“*T have been thinking of it,” he 
answered. ‘‘ Why not?” 

‘“*The air here is very sweet and 
soft,” she said in a hesitating way. 
** Of course, I know, the climate on the 
west coast of Scotland is very mild, 
and you would get the mountain air as 
well as the sea air. But don’t you 
think the storms, the gales that blow 
in the spring——” 

3 


MADCAP VIOLET. 


37 


**Oh,” said he cheerfully, ‘‘I shall 
never be pulled together till I get up 
to the north—I know that. I may 
have to remain here till I get stronger, 
but by-and-by I hope we shall all go 
up to Scotland together, and that long 
before the shooting begins.” 

‘*T_T am afraid,” said she, ‘‘ that I 
shall not be of the party.” 

‘*You? Not you?” hecried. ‘* You 
are not going to leave us, Violet, just 
after we have found you?” 

He took her hand, but she still 
averted her eyes. 

‘‘T half promised,” she said, ‘‘to 
spend some time with Mr. and Mrs. 
Dowse. They are very lonely. They 
think they have a claim on me, and 
they have been very kind.” 

‘*You are not going to Mr. and Mrs. 
Dowse, Violet,” said he promptly. ‘‘I 
pity the poor people, but we have a 
prior claim on you, and we mean to in- 
sist on it. What, just after all this 
grief of separation, you would go away 
from us again? No, no! I tell you, 
Violet, we shall never find you your 
real self until you have been braced up 
by the sea breezes. I mean the real 
sea breezes. You want a scamper 
among the heather—I can see that; for 
I have been watching you of late, end 
you are not upto the right mark. The 
sooner we all go the better. Do you 
understand that ?” 

He had been talking lightly and 
cheerfully, not caring who overheard. 
She, on the other hand, was anxious 
and embarrassed, not daring to utter 
what was on her mind. At last she 
said: 

‘* Will you get down for a minute or 
two, and walk along the road? It is 
very sheltered here, and the sun is 
werm.” 

He did so, and she took his arm, 
and they walked away apart in the 
sunlight and silence. When they had 
gone some distance she stopped and 
said in a low and earnest voice: 

‘“‘Don’t you know why I cannot go 
to the Highlands with you? It would 
kill me. How could I go back to all 
those places ?” 
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‘*T understand that well enough, 
Violet,” said he gently, ‘* but don’t you 
think you ought to go for the very 
purpose of conquering that feeling ? 
There is nothing in that part of the 
country to inspire you with dread. You 
would see it all again in its accustomed 
light.” 

She shook her head, 

‘*Very well, then,” said he, for he 
was determined not to let these gloomy 
impressions of the girl overcome him. 
“If not there, somewhere else. We 
are not tied to Castle Bandbox. There 
is plenty of space about the West 
Highlands or about the Central High- 
lands, for the matter of that. Shall 
we try to get some lodging in an inn 
or farmhouse about the Moor of Ran- 
noch? Or will you try the islands— 
Jura, or Islay, or Mull?” 

She did not answer. She seemed to 
be in a dream. 

**Shall I tell you, Violet,” he con- 
tinued, gravely and gently, ‘‘ why I 
want you to come with us? I am anx- 
ious that you and I should be together 
as long—as long as that is possible. 
One never knows what may happen, 
and lately—well, we need not speak of 
it; but I don’t wish us to be parted, 
Violet.” 

She burst into a violent fit of crying 
and sobbing. She had been struggling 
bravely to repress this gathering emo- 
tion; but his direct reference to the 
very thought that was overshadowing 
her mind was too much for her. And 
along with this wild grief came as keen 
remorse, for was this the conduct re- 
quired of an attendant upon an invalid? 

** You must forgive me,” she sobbed. 
“T don’t know what it is—I have been 
very nervous of late—and—and i" 

‘*There is nothing to cry about, 
Violet,” said he gently. ‘* What is to 
be, is to be. You have not lost your 
old courage! Only let us be together 
while we can.” 

‘*Oh, my love, my love !” she sud- 
denly cried, taking his hand in both of 
hers, and looking up to him with her 
piteous, tear-dimmed eyes; ‘‘ we will 
always be together! What is it that you 
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say ‘—what is it that you mean? Not 
that you are going away without me ? 
I have courage for anything but that. 
It does not matter what comes, only 
that I must go with you—we two to- 
gether |” 

‘* Hush, hush, Violet,” said he sooth- 
ingly, for he saw that the girl was 
really beside herself with grief and 
apprehension, ‘Come, this is not like 
the brave Violet of old. I thought 
there was nothing in all the world you 
were afraid to face. Look up, now.” 

She released his hand, and a strange 
expression came over her face. That 
wild outburst had been an involuntary 
confession; now a great fear and 
shame filled her heart that she should 
have been betrayed into it, and in a 
despairing, pathetic fashion she tried 
to explain away her words. 

‘*We shall be together, shall we 
not ?”’ she said, with an affected cheer- 
fulness, though she was still crying 
gently. ‘‘It does not matter what 
part of the Highlands you go to—I will 
go with you. I must write and ex- 
plain to Mrs. Dowse. It would bea 
pity that we should separate so soon, 
after that long time, would it not? 
And then the brisk air of the hills, and 
of the yachting, will be better for you 
than the hot summer here, won’t it ? 
And I am sure you will get very well 
there; that is just the place for you to 
get strong; and when the time for the 
shooting comes, we shall all go out, as 
we used to do, to see you missing 
every bird that gets up.” 

She tried to smile, but did not suc- 
ceed very well. 

‘And really it does not matter to 
me so very much what part we go to, 
for, as you say, one ought to conquer 
these feelings, and if you prefer Castle 
Bandbox, I will go there too—that is, 
I shall be very proud to go if I am not 
in the way. And yon know [I am the 
only one who can make cartridges for 
you.” 

*“*T don’t think I shall trouble the 
cartridges very much,” said he, glad 
to think she was becoming more cheer- 
ful. 








1877. ] 


‘* Indeed,” she continued, ‘*I don’t 
know what would have become of 
your gun if I had not looked after it, 
for you only half cleaned it, and old 
Peter would not touch it, and the way 
the sea air rusted the barrels was quite 
remarkable. Will you have No. 3 or 
No. 4 shot this year for the sea birds ?” 

‘*Well,” he answered gravely, 
‘¢vou see we shall have no yacht this 
year, and probably no chances of wild 
duck at all; and it would scarcely be 
worth while to make cartridges merely 
to fire away at these harmless and use- 
less sea pyots and things of that sort.” 

**Oh, but my papa could easily get 
us a yacht,” she said promptly; ‘‘he 
would be delighted—I know he would 
be delighted. And I have been told 
you can get a small yacht for about 
£40 a month, crew and everything in- 
cluded, and what is that? Indeed, I 
think it is quite necessary you should 
have a yacht.” 

‘*Forty pounds,” said he. ‘‘I think 
we could manage that. But then we 
should deduct something from the 
wages of the crew on the strength of 
our taking our own cook with us. Do 
you remember that cook ? She had a 
wonderful trick of making apricot jam 
puddings; how the dickens she man- 
aged to get so much jam crammed in 
I never could make out. She was 
just about as good at that as at mak- 
ing cartridges. Did you ever hear of 
that cook ?” 

By this time they had walked gent- 
ly back to the carriage, and now Mrs. 
Warrener and her daughter made their 
appearance. The elder woman noticed 
something strange about Violet’s ex- 
pression, but she did not speak of it, 
for surely the girl was happy enough ? 
She was, indeed, quite merry. She 
told Mrs. Warrener she was ready to go 
with them to the Highlands whenever 
they chose. She proposed that this 
time they should go up the Caledonian 
canal, and go down by Loch Maree, 
and then go out and visit the western 
isles. She said the sooner they went 
the better; they would get all the 
beautiful summer of the north; it was 
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only the autumn tourists who com- 
plained of the rain of the Highlands. 

‘But we had little rain last au- 
tumn,” said Mrs. Warrener. 

‘*Oh, very little indeed,” said Vio- 
let, quite brightly; ‘‘ we had charming 
weather all through. I never enjoyed 
myself anywhere so much. I think 
the sooner your brother gets up to the 
Highlands, the better: it will do him 
a world of good.” 


CHAPTER XLVII. 
DU SCHMERZENSREICHE ! 

So the long, silent, sunlit days 
passed, and it seemed to the three pa- 
tient watchers that the object of their 
care was slowly recovering health and 
strength. But if they were all willing 
and eager to wait on him, it was Vio- 
let who was his constant companion 
and friend, his devoted attendant, his 
humble scholar. Sometimes when 
Mrs. Warrener’s heart grew sore with- 
in her to think of the wrong that had 
been wrought in the past, the tender 
little woman tried to solace herself 
somewhat by regarding these two as 
they now sat together—he the whim- 
sical, affectionate master, she the meek 
pupil and disciple, forgetting all the 
proud dignity of her maidenhood, her 
fire, and audacity, and independence, 
in the humility and self-surrender of 
her iove. Surely, she thought, this 
time was making up for much of the 
past. And if all went well now, what 
had they to look forward to but a still 
closer companionship in which the 
proud, and loyal, and fearless girl 
would become the tender and obedient 
wife? There was no jealousy in the 
nature of this woman. She would 
have laughed with joy if she could 
have heard their marriage bells. 

And Violet, too, when the sun lay 
warm on the daisies and cowslips, when 
the sweet winds blew the scent of the 
lilacs about, and when her master and 
teacher grew strong enough to walk 
with her along the quiet woodland 
ways—how could she fail to pick up 
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some measure of cheerfulness and 
hope ? It almost seemed as if she had 
dropped into a new world; and it was 
a beautiful world, full of tenderness, 
and laughter, and sunshine. Hence- 
forth there was to be no more George 
Miller to bother her; he had gone 
clean out of existence as far as she was 
concerned; there was no more skir- 
mishing with Lady North; even the 
poor Dowses, with their piteous lone- 
liness and solemn house, were almost 
forgotten. Here was her whole world. 
And when she noticed the increasing 
distances that he walked, and the 
brighter look of his face, and the 
growing courage and carelessness of 
his habits—then indeed the world be- 
came a beautiful world to her, and she 
was almost inclined to fall in love with 
those whirling and gleaming southern 
seas, 

It was in the black night-time, when 
all the household but herself were 
asleep, that she paid the penalty of 
these transient joys. Haunted by the 
one terrible fear, she could gain no rest ; 
it was in vain that she tried to reason 
with herself; herimagination was like 
some hideous fiend continually whis- 
pering to her ear. Then she had no 
friend with whom to share those terri- 
ble doubts ; she dared not mention them 
to any human soul. Why should she 
disturb the gentle confidence of his sis- 
ter and her daughter? She could not 
make them miserable merely to lift 
from her own mind a portion of its 
anxiety. She could only lie awake, 
night after night, and rack her brain 
with a thousand gloomy forebodings. 
She recalled certain phrases he had 
used in moments of pathetic confidence. 
She recalled the quick look of pain 
with which he sometimes paused in the 
middle of his speech, the almost invol- 
untary raising the hand to the region 
of the heart, the passing pallor of the 
face. Had they seen none of those 
things ? Had they no wild, despairing 
thoughts about him? Was it possible 
they could go peacefully to sleep with 
this dread thing hanging over them, 
with a chance of awaking to a day of 
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bitter anguish and wild, heart-broken 
farewell? This cruel anxiety, kept all to 
herself, was killing the girl. She grew 
restless and feverish; sometimes she 
sat up half the night at the window 
listening to the moaning of the dark 
sea outside; she became languid dur- 
ing the day, pale, and distraite. But 
it was not to last long. 

One evening these two were togeth- 
er in the small parlor, ke lying down, 
she sitting near him with a book in her 
hand. The French windows were 
open; they could hear Mrs. Warrener 
and her daughter talking in the gar- 
den. And, strangely enough, the sick 
man’s thoughts were once more turned 
to the far Highlands, and to their life 
among the hills, and the pleasant mer- 
ry-making on board the Sea Pyot. 

‘“‘The air of this place does not 
agree with you at all, Violet,” he was 
saying. ‘* You are not looking nearly so 
well as you did when we came down. 
You are the only one who has not bene- 
fited by the change. Now that won't 
do; we cannot have a succession of in- 
valids—a Greek frieze of patients, all 
carrying phials of medicine. We must 
get off tothe Highlands at once. What 
do you say—a fortnight hence ?” 

She knelt down beside him, and took 
his hand, and said in a low voice— 

‘“*Do not be angry with me—it is 
very unreasonable,.I know—but I have 
a strange dread of the Highlands. [ 
have dreamed so often lately of being up 
there—and of being swept away on a 
dark sea—in the middle of the night.” 

She shuddered. He put his hand 
gently on her head. 

‘*There is no wonder you should 
dream of that,” he said with a smile. 
‘* That is only part of the story which 
you made us all believe. But we have 
got a brighter finish for it now. You 
have not been overwhelmed in that 


dark flood yet 44 
He paused. 
** Violet ! 
cried. 
He let go her hand, and made a wild 
grasp at his left breast; his face grew 
What made her in- 





My love!” he suddenly 


white with pain. 
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stinctively throw her arms round him, 
with terror in her eyes ? 

* Violet! What is this? Kiss me!” 

It was but ene second after that that 
a piercing shriek rang through the 
place. The girl had sprung up like a 
deer shot through the heart; her eyes 
dilated, her face wild and pale. Mrs. 
Warrener came running in; but paused, 
and almost retreated in fear from 
the awful spectacle before her; for the 
girl still held the dead man’s hand, and 
she was laughing merrily. The dark 
sea she had dreaded had overtaken her 
at last. 

But one more scene—months after- 
ward. It is the breakfast room in 
Lady North’s house in Euston Square ; 
and Anatolia is sitting there alone. 
The door opens, and a tall young girl, 
dressed in a white morning costume, 
comes silently in; there is a strange 
and piteous look of trouble in her 
dark eyes. Anatolia goes over to her, 
and takes her hand very tenderly, and 
leads her to the easy-chair she had her- 
self just quitted. 

‘*There is not any letter yet ?” she 
asks, having looked all round the ta- 
ble with a sad and wearied air. 

**No, dear, not yet,” says Anatolia, 
who, unlovely though she may be, has 
® sympathetic heart; and her lip trem- 
bles as she speaks. ‘‘ You must be pa- 
tient, Violet.” 

‘It is another morning gone, and 
there is no letter, and I cannot under- 
stand it,” says the girl, apparently to 
herself, and then she begins to cry si- 
lently, while her half-sister goes to her, 
and puts her arm around her neck, and 
tries to soothe her. 

Lady North comes into the room. 
Some changes have happened with- 
in these few months; it is ‘* Mother” 
and ‘‘ My child” now between the en- 
emies of yore. And as she bids Violet 
good morning, and gently kisses her, 
the girl renews her complaint. 

**Mother, why do they keep back 
his letter? I know he must have writ- 
ten to me long ago; and I cannot go 
to him until I get the letter! and he 
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will wonder why I am not coming. 
Morning after morning I listen for the 
postman—lI can hear him in the street 
from house to house—and they all get 
taeir letters, but I don’t get this one 
that is worth all the worldtome. And 
I never neglected anything that he said ; 
and I was always very obedient to him ; 
and he will wonder now that I don’t gu 
to him, and perhaps he will think that 
I am among my other friends now and 
have forgotten No, he will not 
think that. Ihave not forgotten.” 

“*My child, you must not vex your- 
self,” says Lady North with all the 
tenderness of which she is capable— 
and Anatolia is bitterly crying all the 
while. ‘It will be all right. And 
you must not look sad to-day; for you 
know Mrs. Warrener and your friend 
Amy are coming to see you.” 

She does not seem to pay much heed. 

‘Shall we go for the flowers to- 
day ?” she asks, with her dark wet eyes 
raised for the first time. 

‘*My darling, this is not the day we 
go for the flowers; that is to-morrow.” 

‘“*And what is the use of it?” she 
says, letting her head sink sadly again. 
‘* Every time I go over to Nunhead | 
listen all by myself—and I know he is 
not there at all. The flowers look 
pretty, because his name is over them. 
But he is not there at all—he is far 
away—and he was to send me a mes- 
sage—and every day I wait for it—and 





they keep the letter back. Mother, 
are all my dresses ready ¢” 

** Yes, Violet.” 

** You are quite sure !” 

“They are all ready, Violet. Don’t 


trouble about that.” 
**It as the white satin one he will 
like the best; and he will be pleasc« 
that I am not in black like the others, 
Mother, Mrs. Warrenerand Amy surely 
cannot mean to come to the wedding 
in black.” 
‘*Surely not, Violet. 
dear, to your breakfast.” 
She took her place quite calmly and 
humbly; but her mind was still wan- 
dering toward that picture. 
**T hope they will strew the church- 


But come, 
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yard with flowers as we pass through 
it—not for me, but for him; for he will 
be pleased with that ; and there is more 
than all that is in the Prayer-book that 
I will promise to be to him, when we 
two are knecling together. You are 
quite sure everything is ready ¢” 

‘*Everything, my darling.” 

‘*And you think the message from 
him will come soon now ?” 

‘I think it will come soon now, 
Violet,” was the answer, given with 
trembling lips. 

Tue Env. 


. . . . 


And now to you—you whose names 
are written in these blurred pages, 
some portion of whose lives I have tried 
to trace with a wandering and uncer- 
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tain pen—I stretch out a hand of fare- 
well. Yet not quite of farewell, per- 
haps: for amid all the shapes and phan- 
toms of this world of mystery, where 
the shadows we meet can tell us nelth- 
er whence they came nor whither they 
go, surely you have for me a no less 
substantial existence that may have its 
chances in the time tocome. To me 
you are more real than most I know: 
what wonder then if I were to meet you 
on the threshold of the great unknown, 
you all shining with a new light on 
your face? Trembling, I stretch out 
my hands to you, for your silence is 
awful, and there is sadness in your 
eyes; but the day may come when you 
will speak, and I shall hear—and un- 
derstand. 
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O 


LIPS that are so lonely 
For want of his caress; 


O heart that art too faithful 
To ever love him less; 

O eyes that find no sweetness 
For hunger of his face; 

O hands that long to feel him, 
Always, in every place ! 


My spirit leans and listens, 
But only hears his name, 

And thought to thought leaps onward 
As flame leaps unto flame; 

And all kin to each other 
As any brood of flowers, 

Or these sweet winds of night, love, 
That fan the fainting hours ! 


My spirit leans and listens, 
My heart stands up and cries, 

And only one sweet vision 
Comes ever to my eyes. 

So near and yet so far, love, 
So dear, yet out of reach, 

So like some distant star, love, 
Unnamed in human speech f 


My spirit leans and listens, 
My heart goes out to him, 
Through all the long night watches, 
Until the dawning dim; 
My spirit leans and listens, 
What if, across the night, 
His strong heart send a message 
To flood me with delight ? 


Howarp GLYNDOoN, 
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WONDER that Wilson Flagg did 

not include the cow among his 
‘*Picturesque Animals,” for that is 
where she belongs. She has not the 
classic beauty of the horse, but in pic- 
ture-making qualities she is far ahead 
of him. Her shaggy, loose-jointed 
body, her irregular, sketchy outlines, 
like those of the landscape—the hol- 
lows and ridges, the slopes and prom- 
inences—her tossing horns, her bushy 
tail, her swinging gait, her tranquil, 
ruminating habits—all tend to make 
her an object upon which the artist 
eye loves to dwell. The artists are 
for ever putting her into pictures too, 
In rural landscape scenes she is an im- 
portant feature. Behold her grazing 


in the pastures and on the hill sides, 
or along banks of streams, or rumi- 
nating under wide-spreading trees, or 
standing belly deep in the creek or 


pond, or lying upon the smooth 
places in the quiet summer afternoon, 
the day's grazing done, and waiting to 
be summoned home to be milked; and 
again in the twilight lying upon the 
level summit of the hill, or where the 
sward is thickest and softest; or in 
winter a herd of them filing along to- 
ward the spring to drink, or being 
**foddered” from the stack in the 
field upon the new snow—surely the 
cow is a picturesque animal, and all 
her goings and comings are pleasant 
to behold. 

I looked into Hamerton’s clever 
book on the domestic animals, also 
expecting to find my divinity duly cele- 
brated, but he passes her by and con- 
templates the bovine qualities only as 
they appear in the ox and the bull. 

Neither have the poets made much 
of the cow, but have rather dwelt upon 
the steer, or the ox yoked to the 
plough. I recall this touch from Em- 
erson: 


The heifer that lows in the upland farm, 
Far heard, lows not thine ear to charm. 


But the ear is charmed nevertheless, 
especially if it be not too near, and 
the air be still and dense, or hollow, 
as the farmer says. And again, if it 
be spring time and she task that pow- 
erful bellows of hers to its utmost ca- 
pacity, how round the sound is, and 
how far it goes over the hills. 

The cow has at least four tones or 
lows. First, there is her alarmed or 
distressed low, when deprived of her 
calf, or separated from her mates—her 
low of affection. Then there is her 
call of hunger, a petition for food, 
sometimes full of impatience, or her 
answer to the farmer's call, full of 
eagerness, Then there is that peculiar 
frenzied bawl she utters on smelling 
blood, which causes every member of 
the herd to lift its head and hasten to 
the spot—the native cry of the clan. 
When she is gored or in great danger 
she bawls also, but that is different. 
And lastly, there is the long, sonorous 
volley she lets off on the hills or in the 
yard, or along the highway, and which 
seems to be expressive of a kind of 
unrest and vague longing—the long- 
ing of the imprisoned Io for her lost 
identity. She sends her voice forth so 
that every god on Mount Olympus can 
hear her plaint. She makes this sound 
in the morning, especially in the spring, 
as she goes forth to graze. 

One of our rural poets, Myron Ben- 
ton, whose verse often has the flavor 
of sweet cream, has written some lines 
called ‘*‘ Rumination,” in which the 
cow is the principal figure, and with 
which I am permitted to adorn my 
theme. The poet first gives his atten- 
tion to a little brook that ‘‘ breaks 
its shallow gossip” at his fect and 
‘* drowns the oriole’s voice”: 


But moveth not that wise and ancient cow, 

Who chews her juicy cud so languid now 
Beneath her favorite elm, whose drooping bough 
Lulls all but inward vision, fast asleep : 

But still, her tireless tail a pendulum sweep 
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Mysterious clockwork guides, aad some hid 


pulley 
Her drowsy cud, cach moment, raises duly. 


Of this great, wondrous world she has seen more 
Than you, my little brook, and cropped its store 
Of succulent grass on many a mead and .awn ; 
And strayed to distant uplands in the dawn. 

And she has had some dark experience 

Of graceless man’s ingratitude ; and hence 

Her ways have not been ways of pleasantness, 
Nor all her paths of peace. But her distress 
And grief she has lived past ; your giddy round 
Disturbs her not, for she is learned profound 

In deep brahminical philosophy. 

She chew: the cud of sweetest revery 

Above your worldly prattle, brooklet merry, 
Oblivious of all things sublunary. 


The cow figures in Grecian mythol- 
ogy, and in the Oriental literature is 
treated as a sacred animal. ‘‘ The 
clouds are cows and the rain milk.” 
Iremember what Herodotus says of 
the Egyptians’ worship of heifers and 
steers; and in the traditions of the 
Celtic nations the cow is regarded as a 
divinity. In Norse mythology the 
milk of the cow Andhumbla afforded 
nourishment to the Frost giants, and 
it was she that licked into being and 


into shape a god, the father of Odin. 
If anything could lick a god into 
shape, certainly the cow could do it. 
You may see her perform this office for 


young Taurus any spring. She licks 
him out of the fogs and bewilderments 
and uncertainties in which he finds 
himself on first landing upon these 
shores, and up on to his feet in an in- 
credibly short time. Indeed, that 
potent tongue of hers can almost make 
the dead alive any day, and the crea- 
tive lick of the old Scandinavian 
mother cow is only a large-lettered 
rendering of the commonest facts. 

The horse belongs to the fiery god 
Mars. He favors war, and is one of 
its oldest, most available, and most 
formidable engines. The steed is 
clothed with thunder, and smells the 
battle from afar; but the cattle upon 
a thousand hills denote that peace and 
plenty bear sway in the land. The 
neighing of the horse is a call to bat- 
tle; but the lowing of old Brockleface 
in the valley brings the golden age 
again. The savage tribes are never 
without the horse; the Scythians are 
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all mounted; but the cow would tame 
and humanize them. When the In- 
dians will cultivate the cow, I shall 
think their civilization fairly begun. 
Recently, when the horses were sick 
with the epizodtic, and the oxen came 
to the city and helped to do their 
work, what an Arcadian air again 
filled the streets. But the dear oid 
oxen—how awkward and distressed 
they looked! Juno wept in the face 
of every one of them. ‘The horse is a 
true citizen, and is entirely at home 
in the paved streets; but the ox—what 
a complete embodiment of all rustic 
and rural things! Slow, deliberate, 
thick-skinned, powerful, hulky, ru- 
minating, fragrant-breathed, when he 
came to town the spirit and sugges- 
tion of all Georgics and Bucolics came 
with him. Oh, citizen, was it only a 
plodding, unsightly brute that went 
by? Was there no chord in your bo- 
som, long silent, that sweetly vibrated 
at the sight of that patient, Herculean 
couple? Did you smell no hay or 
cropped herbage, see no summer pas- 
tures with circles of cool shade, hear 
no voice of herds among the hills ? 
They were very likely the only horses 
your grandfatherever had. Not much 
trouble to harness and unharness them. 
Not much vanity on the road in those 
days. They did all the work on the 
early pioneer farm. They were the 
gods whose rude strength first broke 
the soil. They could live where the 
moose and the deer could. If there 
was no clover or timothy to be had, 
then the twigs of the basswood and 
birch would do. Before there were 
yet fields given up to grass, they 
found ample pasturage in the woods. 
Their wide-spreading horns gleamed 
in the duskiness, and their paths and 
the paths of the cows became the fu- 
ture roads and highways, or even the 
streets of great cities. 

All the descendants of Odin show a 
bovine trace, and cherish and cultivate 
the cow. What were those old Vi- 
kings but thick-hided bulls that de- 
lighted in nothing so much as goring 
each other? And has not the charge 
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of beefiness been brought much nearer 
home to us than that? But about all 
the northern races there is something 
that is kindred to cattle in the best 
sense—something in their art and lit- 
erature that is essentially pastoral, 
sweet-breathed, continent, dispassion- 
ate, ruminating, wide-eyed, soft-voiced 
—a charm of kine, the virtue of brutes. 
The cow belongs more especially to 
the northern peoples, to the region of 
the good, green grass. She is the true 
grazing animal. That broad, smooth, 
always dewy nose of hers is just the 
suggestion of green sward. She ca- 
resses the grass; she sweeps off the 
ends of the leaves; she reaps it with 
the soft sickle of her tongue. She 
crops close, but she does not bruise or 
devour the turf like the horse. She is 
the sward’s best friend, and will make 
it thick and smooth as a carpet. 
The turfy mountains where live the nibbling 
sheep 
are not for her. Her muzzle is too 
blunt; then she does not dite as do the 


sheep; she has not upper teeth; she 


crops. But on the lower slopes, and 
margins, and rich bottoms, she is at 
home. Where the daisy and the but- 
tercup and clover bloom, and where 
corn will grow, is her proper domain. 
The agriculture of no country can long 
thrive without her. Not only a large 
part of the real, but much of the po- 
tential wealth of the land is wrapped 
up in her. 

What a variety of individualitices a 
herd of cows presents when you have 
come to know them all, not only in 
form and color, but in manners and 
disposition. Some are timid and awk- 
ward and the butt of the whole herd. 
Some remind you of deer. Some have 
an expression in the face like certain 
persons you have known. A petted 
and well-fed cow has a benevolent and 
gracious look; an ill-used and poorly- 
fed one a pitiful and forlorn look. 
Some cows have a masculine or ox 
expression; others are extremely fem- 
inine. The latter are the ones for 
milk. Some cows will kick like a 
horse; some jump fences like deer. 
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Every herd has its ringleader, its un- 
ruly spirit—one that plans all the mis- 
chief and leads the rest through the 
fences into the grain or into the or- 
chard. This one is usually quite dif- 
ferent from the master spirit, the 
“boss of the yard.” The latter is 
generally the most peaceful and law- 
abiding cow in the lot, and the least 
bullying and quarrelsome. But she is 
not to be trifled with; her will is law; 
the whole herd give way before her, 
those that have crossed horns with 
her, and those that have not, but 
yielded their allegiance without cross- 
ing. I remember such a one among 
my father’s milkers when I was a boy— 
a slender-horned, deep-shouldered, 
large-uddered, dewlapped old cow 
that we always put first in the long 
stable so she could not have a cow on 
each side of her to forage upon; for 
the master is yielded to no less in the 
stancheons than in the yard. She al- 
ways had the first place anywhere. 
She had her choice of standing roona 
in the milking yard, and when she 
wanted to lie down there or in the 
fields the best and softest spot was 
hers. When the herd were foddered 
from the stack or barn, or fed with 
pumpkins in the fall, she was always 
first served. Her demeanor was quiet 
but impressive. She never bullied or 
gored her mates, but literally ruled 
them with the breath of her nostrils. If 
any newcomer or ambitious younger 
cow, however, chafed under her su- 
premacy, she was ever ready to make 
good her claims. And with what 
spirit she would fight when openly 
challenged | She was a whirlwind of 
pluck and valor; and not after one 
defeat or two defeats would she yicld 
the championship. The boss cow, 
when overcome, seems to brood over 
her disgrace, and day after day will 
mect her rival in fierce combat. 

A friend of mine, a pastoral philos- 
opher, whom I have consulted in re- 
gard to the master cow, thinks it is 
seldom the case that one rules all the 
herd, if it number many, but that 
there is often one that will rule nearly 
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all. ‘Curiously enough,” he says, 
‘*a case like this will often occur: 
No. 1 will whip No.2; No. 2 whips 
No. 3; and No. 3 whips No. 1; so 
around in acircle. This is not a mis- 
take; it is often the case. I remem- 
ber,” he continued, ‘‘we once had 
feeding out of a large bin in the cen- 
tre of the yard six oxen who mastered 
right through in succession from No. 1 
to No. 6; but No. 6 paid off the score by 
whipping No.1. Yoften watched them 
when they were all trying to feed out 
of the box, and of course trying, dog- 
in-the-manger fashion, each to prevent 
any otherhe could, They would often 
get in the order to do it very system- 
atically, since they could keep rotating 
about the box till the chain happened 
to get broken somewhere, when there 
would be confusion, Their master- 
ship, you know, like that between 
nations, is constantly changing. But 
there are always Napoleons who hold 
their own through many vicissitudes; 
but the ordinary cow is continually 
liable to lose her foothold. Some 
cow she has always despised, and has 
often sent tossing across the yard at 
her horns’ ends, some pleasant morn- 
ing will return the compliment and 
pay off old scores.” 

But my own observation has been 
that in herds in which there have been 
no important changes for several years, 
the question of might gets pretty well 
settled, and some one cow becomes 
the acknowledged ruler. 

The bully of the yard is never the 
master, but usually a second or third- 
rate pusher that never loses an oppor- 
tunity to hook those beneath her, or 
to gore the masters if she can get them 
in a tight place. If such a one can 
get loose in the stable, she is quite 
certain to do mischief. She delights 
to pause in the open bars and turn and 
keep those at bay behind her till she 
sees a pair of threatening horns press- 
ing toward her, when she quickly 
passes on, As one cow masters all, so 
there is one cow that is mastered by 
all. These are the two extremes of the 
herd, the head and the tail. Between 
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them are all grades of authority, with 
none so poor but hath some poorer to 
do her reverence. 

The cow has evidently come down 
to us from a wild or semi-wild state; 
perhaps is a descendant of those wild, 
shaggy cattle of which a small band 
still exists in the forests of Scotland. 
Cuvier seems to have been of this 
opinion, One of the ways in which 
her wild instincts still crop out is the 
disposition she shows in spring to hide 
her calf—a common practice among 
the wild herds. Her wild nature 
would be likely to come to the sur- 
face at this crisis if ever; and I have 
known cows that practised great se- 
crecy in dropping their calves. As 
their time approached they grew rest- 
less, a wild and excited look was upon 
them, and if left free, they generally 
set out for the woods or for some other 
secluded spot. After the calf is sev- 
eral hours old, and has got upon its 
feet and had its first meal, the dam by 
some sign commands it to lie down 
and remain quiet while she goes forth 
to feed. If the calf is approached at 
such time, it plays ‘‘ possum,” assumes 
to be dead or asleep, till on finding 
this ruse does not succeed, it mounts 
to its feet, bleats ioudly and fiercely, 
and charges desperately upon the ir- 
truder. But it recovers from this wild 
scare in a little while, and never shows 
signs of it again. 

The habit of the cow, also, in eat- 
ing the placenta, looks to me like a 
vestige of her former wild instincts— 
the instinct to remove everything that 
would give the wild beasts a clue or 
ascent, and so attract them to her 
helpless young. 

How wise and sagacious the cows 
become that run upon the street, or 
pick their living along the highway. 
The mystery of gates and bars is at 
last solved to them. They ponder 
over them by night, they lurk about 
them by day, till they acquire a new 
sense—till they become en rapport with 
them and know when they are open 
and unguarded. The garden gate, 
if it open into the highway at any 
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point, is never out of the mind of 
these roadsters, or out of their calcula- 
tions, They calculate upon the chances 
of its being left open a certain number 
of times in the season; and if it be 
but once and only for five minutes, 
your cabbage and sweet corn suffer. 
What villager, or countryman either, 
has not been awakened at night by the 
squeaking and crunching of those pi- 
ratical jaws under the window or in 
the direction of the vegetable patch ? 
I have had the cows, after they had 
eaten up my garden, break into the 
stable where my own milcher was tied, 
and gore her and devour her meal, 
Yes, life presents but one absorbing 
problem to the street cow, and that is 
how to get into your garden. She 
catches glimpses of it over the fence 
or through the pickets, and her imagi- 
nation or epigastrium is inflamed. 
When the spot is surrounded by a high 
board fence, I think I have seen her 
peeping at the cabbages through a 
knot-hole. At last she learns to open 
the gate. It is a great triumph of bo- 
vine wit. She does it with her horn 
or her nose, or may be with her ever 
ready tongue. I doubt if she has ever 
yet penetrated the mystery of the 
newer patent fastenings; but the old- 
fashioned thumb-latch she can see 
through, give her time enough. 

A large, lank, muley or polled cow 
used to annoy me in this way when I 
was a dweller in a certain pastoral city. 
I more than half suspected she was 
turned in by some one; so one day I 
watched. Presently I heard the gate- 
latch rattle; the gate swung open, and 
in walked the old buffalo. On seeing 
me she turned and ran like a horse, I 
then fastened the gate on the inside and 
watched again. After long waiting 
the old cow came quickly round the 
corner and approached the gate. She 
lifted the latch with her nose. Then, 
as the gate did not move, she lifted it 
again and again, Then she gently 
nudged it. Then, the obtuse gate not 
taking the hint, she butted it gently, 
then harder and still harder, till it 
rattled again. At this juncture I 
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emerged from my hiding place, when 
the old villain scampered off with great 
precipitation. She knew she was tres- 
passing, and she had learned that 
there were usually some swift penalties 
attached to this pastime. 

Ihave owned but three cows and 
loved but one. That was the first 
oue, Chloe, a bright red, curly-pated, 
golden-skinned Devonshire cow, that 
an ocean steamer landed for me upon 
the banks of the Potomac one bright 
May day many clover summers ago. She 
came from the north, from the pastoral 
regions of the Catskills, to graze upon 
the broad commons of the national 
capital. I was then the fortunate and 
happy lessee of an old place with an 
acre of ground attached, almost with- 
in the shadow of the dome of the cap- 
itol. Behind a high but aged and de- 
crepit board fence I indulged my ru- 
ral and unclerical tastes. I could look 
up from my homely tasks and cast a 
potato almost in the midst of that 
cataract of marble steps that flows out 
of the north wing of the patriotic pile. 
Ah, when that creaking and sagging 
back gate closed behind me in the 
evening, I was happy; and when it 
opened for my egress thence in the 
morning, I was not happy. Inside 
that gate was a miniature farm redo- 
lent of homely, primitive life, a tum- 
ble-down house and stables and imple- 
ments of agriculture and horticulture, 
broods of chickens, and growing 
pumpkins, and a thousand antidotes 
to the weariness of an artificial life. 
Outside of it were the marble and iron 
palaces, the paved and_ blistering 
streets, and the high, vacant, mahogany 
desk of a government clerk. In that 
ancient enclosure I took an earth bath 
twice a day. I planted myself as deep 
in the soil as I could to restore the 
normal tone and freshness of my sys- 
tem, impaired by the above mentioned 
government mahogany. I have found 
there is nothing like the earth to draw 
the various social distempers out of 
one. The blue devils take flight at 
once if they see you mean to bury 
them and make compost of them. 
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Emerson intimates that the scholar 
had better not try to have two gar- 
dens; but I could never spend an hour 
hoeing up dock and red-root and 
twitch grass without in some way get- 
ting rid of many weeds and fungus, 
unwholesome growths that a petty, 
in-doors life was for ever fostering in 
my own moral and intellectual nature. 

But the finishing touch was not 
given till Chloe came. She was the 
jewel for which this homely setting 
waited. My agriculture had some ob- 
ject then. The old gate never opened 
with such alacrity as when she paused 
before it. How we waited for her 
coming! Should I send Drewer, the 
colored patriarch, for her? No; the 
master of the house himself should re- 
ceive Juno at the capital. 

**One cask for you,” said the clerk, 
referring to the steamer bill of lading. 

‘*Then I hope it’s a cask of milk,” I 
said. ‘‘I expected a cow.” 

**One cask it says here.” 

** Well, let’s see it; I'll warrant it 
has horns and is tied by a rope”; 
whick proved to be the case, for there 
stood the only object that bore my 
name, chewing its cud, on the forward 
deck. How she liked the voyage I 
could not find out; but she seemed to 
relish so much the feeling of solid 
ground beneath her feet once more 
that she led me a lively step all the 
way home. She cut capers in front of 
the White House, and tried twice to 
wind me up in the rope as we passed 
the Treasury. She kicked up her heels 
on the broad avenue and became very 
coltish as she came under the walls of 
the capitol. But that night the long- 
vacant stall in the old stable was filled, 
and the next morning the coffee had 
met with a change of heart. I had to 
go out twice with the lantern and 
survey my treasure before I went to 
bed. Did she not come from the de- 
lectable mountains, and did I not 
have a sort of filial regard for her as 
toward my foster mother ? 

This was during the Arcadian age 
at the capital, before the easy-going 
southern ways had gone out and the 
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prim new northern ways had come in, 
and when the domestic animals were 
treated with distinguished considera- 
tion and granted the freedom of the 
city. There was a charm of cattle 
in the streets and upon the commons: 
goats cropped your rose bushes through 
the pickets, and nooned upon your 
front porch,and pigs dreamed Arcadian 
dreams under your garden fence or 
languidly frescoed it with pigments 
from the nearest pool. It was a time 
of peace; it was the poor man’s golden 
age. Your cow, or your goat, or your 
pig led a vagrant, wandering life, and 
picked up a subsistence wherever they 
could, like the bees, which was almost 
everywhere. Your cow went forth in 
the morning and came home fraught 
with milk at night, and you never 
troubled yourself where she went or 
how far she roamed. 

Chloe took very naturally to this 
kind of life. At first I had to go with 
her a few times and pilot her to the 
nearest commons, and then left her to 


her own wit, which never failed her. 
What adventures she had, what ac- 
quaintances she made, how far she 


wandered, I never knew. I never 
came across her in my walks or ram- 
bles. Indeed, on several occasions I 
thought I would look her up and see 
her feeding in the national pastures, 
but I never could find her. There 
were plenty of cows, but they were all 
strangers. But punctually, between 
four 2nd five o’clock in the afternoon, 
her white horns would be seen tossing 
above the gate and her impatient low 
be heard. Sometimes, when I turned 
her forth in the morning, she would 
pause and apparently consider which 
way she would go. Should she go 
toward Kendall Green to-day, or fol- 
low the Tiber, or over by the Big 
Spring, or out around Lincoln Hospi- 
tal? She seldom reached a conclusion 
till she had stretched forth her neck 
and blown a blast on her trumpet that 
awoke the echoes in the very lantern 
on the dome of the capitol. Then, 
after one or two licks, she would dis- 
appear around the corner. Later in 
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the season, when the grass was parched 
or poor on the commons, and the corn 
and cabbage tempting in the garden, 
Chioe was loth to depart in the morn- 
ing, and her deliberations were longer 
than ever, and very often I had to aid 
her in coming to a decision. 

For two summers she was a well- 
spring of pleasure and profit in my 
farm of one acre, when in an evil mo- 
ment I resolved to part with her and 
try another. In an evil moment I say, 
for from that time my luck in cattle 
left me. Juno never forgave me the 
execution of that rash and cruel re- 
solve. 

The day is indellibly stamped on my 
memory when I exposed my Chloe for 
sale in the public market place. It 
was in November, a bright, dreamy, 
Indian summer day. A sadness op- 
pressed me, not unmixed with guilt 
and remorse. An old Irish woman 
came to the market also with her pets 
to sell, a sow and five pigs, and took 
up a position next me. We condoled 
with each other; we bewailed the fate 


of our darlings together; we berated 
in chorus the white-aproned but blood- 
stained fraternity who prowled about 
us. When she went away for a mo- 
ment I minded the pigs, and when I 
strolled about she minded my cow. 
How shy the innocent beast was of 


those carnal market men. How she 
would shrink away fromthem. When 
they put out a hand to feel her condi- 
tion she would ‘‘scrooch ” down her 
back, or bend this way or that, as if 
the hand were a branding iron. So 
long as I stood by her head she felt 
safe—deluded creature—and chewed 
the cud of sweet content; but the mo- 
ment I left her side she seemed filled 
with apprehension, and followed me 
with her eyes, lowing softly and en- 
treatingly till I returned. 

At last the money was counted out 
for her, and her rope surrendered to the 
hand of another. How that last look 
of alarm and incredulity, which I 
caught as I turned for a parting 
glance, went to my heart ! 

Her stall was soon filled, or partly 
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filled, and this time with a native 
—s specimen of what may be called 
the cornstalk breed of Virginia: a 
slender, furtive, long-geared heifer 
just verging on cowhood, that in spite 
of my best efforts would wear a pinch- 
ed and hungry look. She evidently 
inherited a humped back. It was a 
family trait, and evidence of the puri- 
ty of her blood. For the native blood- 
ed cow of Virginia, from shivering 
over half rations of corn stalks, in the 
open air, during those bleak and 
windy winters, and roaming over 
those parched fields in summer, has 
come to have some marked features. 
For one thing, her pedal extremities 
seemed lengthened; for another, her 
udder does not impede her travelling; 
for a third, her backbone inclines 
strongly to the curve; then, she de- 
spiseth hay. This last is a sure test. 
Offer a thorough-bred Virginia cow 
hay, and she will laugh in your face; 
but rattle the husks or shucks, and she 
knows you to be her friend. 

The new comer even declined corn 
meal at first. She eyed it furtively, 
then sniffed it suspiciously, but finally 
discovered that it bore some relation 
to her native ‘‘shucks,” when she fell 
to eagerly. 

I cherish the memory of this cow, 
however, as the most affectionate brute 
I ever knew. Being deprived of her 
calf, she transferred her affections to 
her master, and would fain have made a 
calf of him, lowing in the most piteous 
and inconsolable manner when he was 
out of her sight, hardly forgetting her 
grief long enough to eat her meal, and 
entirely neglecting her beloved husks, 
Often in the middle of the night she 
would set up that sonorous lamentation 
and continue it till sleep was chased 
from every eye in the household. This 
generally had the effect of bringing 
the object of her affection before her, 
but in a mood anything but filial or 
comforting. Still, at such times a 
kick seemed a comfort to her, and she 
would gladly have kissed the rod that 
was the instrument of my midnight 
wrath. 
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But her tender star was destined 
soon to a fatal eclipse. Being tied 
with too long a rope on one occasion 
during my temporary absence, she got 
her head into the meal barrel, and 
stopped not till she had devoured 
nearly half a bushel of dry meal. The 
singularly placid and benevolent look 
that beamed from the meal-besmeared 
face when I discovered her was some- 
thing to be remembered. For the first 
time also her spinal column came near 
assuming a horizontal line. 

But the grist proved too much for 
her frail mill, and her demise took 
place on the third day, not of course 
without some attempt to relieve her on 
my part. I gave her, as is usual in 
such emergencies, everything I ‘‘ could 
think of” and everything my neigh- 
bors could think of, besides some fear- 
ful prescriptions which I obtained 
from a German veterinary surgeon, but 
to no purpose. I imagined her poor 


maw distended and inflamed with the 
baking sodden mass which no physic 


could penetrate or enliven. 

Thus ended my second venture in 
live stock. My third, which followed 
sharp upon the hecls of this disaster, 
was scarcely more of a success. This 
time I led to the altar a buffalo cow, as 
they call the ‘‘ mully” down south— 
a large, spotted, creamy-skinned cow, 
with a fine udder, that I persuaded a 
Jew drover to part with for ninety 
dollars. ‘‘ Pag like a dish rack (rag),” 
said he, pointing to her udder after 
she had been milked, ‘* You villcome 
pack and gif me the udder ten tol- 
lars” (for he had demanded an even 
hundred), he continued, ‘‘after you 
heve had her a gouple of days.” True 
I felt like returning to him after a 
‘** gouple of days,” but not to pay the 
other ten dollars. The cow proved to 
be as blind as a bat, though capable of 
counterfeiting the act of seeing to per- 
fection. For did she not lift up her 
head and follow with her eyes a dog 
that scaled the fence and ran through 
the other end of the lot, and the next 
moment dash my hopes thus raised by 
trying to walk over a locust tree thirty 
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feet high ? And when I set the buck- 
et before her containing her first mess 
of meal, she missed it by several inches, 
and her nose brought up against the 
ground, Wasit a kind of far-sighted- 
ness and near blindness? That wasit, 
Ithink; she had genius, but not talent ; 
she could see the man in the moon, but 
was quite oblivious to the man imme- 
diately in her front. Her eyes were 
telescopic and required a long range. 

As long as I kept her in the stall, or 
confined to the enclosure, this strange 
eclipse of her sight was of little conse- 
quence. But when spring came, and 
it was time for her to go forth and 
seek her livelihood in the city’s waste 
places, I was embarrassed. Into what 
remote corners or into what terra incog- 
nita might she not wander! There 
was little doubt but she would drift 
around home in the course of the sum- 
mer, or perhaps as often as every week 
or two; but could she be trusted to 
find her way back every night? Per- 
haps she could be taught. Perhaps 
her other senses were acute enough to 
in a measure compensate her for her 
defective vision. So I gave her les- 
sons in the topography of the country. 
I led her forth to graze for a few hours 
each day and led her home again. 
Then I left her to come home alone, 
which feat she accomplished very en- 
couragingly. She came feeling her 
way along, stepping very high, but ap- 
parently a most diligent and interested 
sightseer. But she was not sure of the 
right house when she got to it, though 
she stared at it very hard. 

Again I turned her forth, and again 
she came back, her telescopic eyes ap- 
parently of some service to her. On 
the third day there was a fierce thun- 
derstorm late in the afternoon, and old 
buffalo did not come home. It had 
evidently scattered and bewildered 
what little wit she had. Being barely 
able to navigate those straits on a 
calm day, what could she be expected 
to do in a tempest ? 

After the storm had passed, and near 
sundown, I set out in quest of her, but 
could get noclue. I heard that two 
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cows had been struck by lightning 
about a mile out on thecommons, My 
conscience instantly told me that one 
of them was mine. It would be a fit 
closing of the third act of this pastoral 
drama. Thitherward I bent my steps, 
and there upon the smooth plain I be- 
held the scorched and swollen forms 
of two cows slain by thunderbo'ts, but 
neither of them had ever been mine. 
The next day I continued the search, 
and the next, and the next. Finally I 
hoisted an umbrella over my head, for 
the weather had become hot, and set 
out deliberately and systematically to 
explore every foot of open common on 
Capitol hill, I tramped many miles, 
and found every man’s cow but my 
own—some twelve or fifteen hundred, 
I should think. I saw many vagrant 
boys and Irish and colored women, 
nearly all of whom had seen a buffalo 
cow that very day that answered ex- 
actly to my description, but in such 
diverse and widely separate places that 
I knew it was no cow of mine. And 
it was astonishing how many times I 
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was myself deceived ; how many rumps 
or heads, or liver backs or white flanks 
I saw peeping over knolls or from be- 
hind fences or other objects that could 
belong to no cow but mine ! 

Finally I gave up the search, con- 
cluded the cow had been stolen, and 
advertised her, offering areward. But 
days passed, and no tidings were 
obtained. Hope began to burn pretty 
low—was indeed on the point of going 
out altogether, when one afternoon, as 
I was strolling over the commons (for 
in my walks I still hovered about the 
scenes of my lost milcher), I saw the 
rump of a cow, overa grassy knoll, that 
looked familiar. Coming nearer, the 
beast lifted up her head; and, behold ! 
it was she! only a few squares from 
home, where doubtless she had been 
most of the time. I had overshot the 
mark in my search. I had ransacked 
the far-off, and had neglected the near- 
at-hand, as we are so apt todo. But 
she was ruined asa milcher, and her 
history thenceforward was brief and 
touching ! 

JoHN Burrovucas. 
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HO will tell him ? Who will teach him ? 
Have you voices, merry birds ? 
Then be voice for me, and reach him 
With a thousand pleading words. 
Sing my secret, east and west, 
Till his answer be confessed ! 


Roses, when you see him coming, 
Light of heart and strong of limb, 
Make your lover-bees stop humming; 
Turn your blushes round to him— 
Blush, dear flowers, that he may learn, 
How a woman’s heart can burn ! 


Wind—oh, wind—you happy rover ! 
Oh that I were half as free— 

Leave your honey-bells and clover, 
Go and seek my love for me. 

Find, kiss, clasp him, make him know 
It is J who love him so! 


Mary Aor De Vere. 
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NE of the most curious cases that 

ever came under my notice ina 

long course of criminal practice was 

not brought into any court, and, as I 

believe, has never been published 

until now. The details of the affair 

came under my personal cognizance in 
the following manner: 

In 1858 I went down into the Shen- 
andoah valley tospend my summer va- 
cation among the innumerable Pages, 
Marshalls, and Cookes who all hailed 
me as cousin, by right of traditional 
intermarriages generations back. My 


first visit was to the house of McCor- 
mack Beardsley, a kinsman and school- 
fellow whom I had not seen since we 
parted at the university twenty years 
before. 

We were both gray-haired old fel- 


lows now, but I had grown thin and 
sharp in the courts of Baltimore and 
Washington, while he had lived quietly 
on his plantation, more fat and jovial 
and genial with every year. 

Beardsley possessed large means 
then, and maintained the unlimited 
hospitality usual among large Virginia 
planters before the war. The house 
was crowded during my stay with my 
old friends from the valley and south- 
ern countries. His daughter, too, was 
not only a beauty, but a favorite among 
the young people, and brought many 
attractive, well-bred girls about her, 
and young men who were not so at- 
tractive or well bred. Lack of occu- 
pation and a definite career had re- 
duced the sons of too many Virginia 
families at that time to cards and 
horses as their sole pursuits; the war, 
while it left them penniless, was in one 
sense their salvation. 

One evening, sitting on the verandah 
with Beardsley, smoking, and looking 
in the open windows of the parlor, I 
noticed a woman who sat a little 
apart, and who, as I fancied, was 


avoided by the younger girls. In a 
Virginia country party there are al- 
ways two or three unmarried women, 
past their first youth, with merry blue 
eyes, brown hair, and delicate features 
—women ‘‘withahistory,” but who are 
none the less good dancers, riders, and 
able to put all their cleverness into the 
making of a pie or a match for their 
cousins. This woman was blue-eyed 
and brown-haired, but she had none 
of the neat, wide-awake self-possession 
of her class. She had a more childish 
expression, and spoke with a more 
timid uncertainty, than even Lotty 
Beardsley, who was still in the school- 
room. I called my host’s attention to 
her and asked who she was. 

‘*It is the daughter of my cousin, 
General George Waring. You remem- 
ber him surely—of the Henrico branch 
of Warings ?” 

“Certainly. But he had only one 
child—Louisa; and I remember re- 
ceiving an invitation to her wedding 
years ago.” 

‘Yes. This is Louisa. The wed- 
ding never took place. It’s an odd 
story,” he said, aftera pause, ‘‘ and the 
truth is, Floyd, I brought the girl 
here while you were with us in the 
hope that you, with your legal acumen, 
could solve the mystery that surrounds 
her. I'll give the facts to you to-mor- 
row—it’s impossible to do it now. 
But tell me, in the mean time, how she 
impresses you, looking at her as a law- 
yer would at a client, or a—a prisoner 
on trial. Do you observe anything 
peculiar in her face or manner ?” 

‘*T observed a very peculiar manner 
in all those about her—an effort at cor- 
diality in which they did not succeed; 
a certain constraint in look and tone 
while speaking to her. I even saw it 
in yourself just now as soon as you 
mentioned her name.” 

“You did? I’m sorry for that—ex- 
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ceedingly sorry!” anxiously. ‘‘I be- 
lieve in Louisa Waring’s innocence as 
I do in that of my own child; and if 
I thought she was hurt or neglected in 
this house But there’s a cloud on 
the girl, Floyd—that’sa fact. It don’t 
amount even to suspicion. If it did, 
one could argue it down. But—— 
Well, what do you make of her—her 
face now ?” 

‘“*Tt is not an especially clever face, 
nor one that indicates power of any 
kind; not the face of a woman who of 
her own will would be the heroine of 
any remarkable story. I should judge 
her to have been a few years ago one 
of the sensible, light-hearted, swect- 
tempered girls of whom there are so 
many in Virginia; a nice housekeeper, 
and one who would have made a ten- 
der wife and mother.” 

“Well, well ? Nothing more ?” 

‘“*Yes. She has not matured into 
womanhood as such girls do. She 
looks as if her growth in every-day ex- 
periences had stopped years ago; that 
while her body grew older her mind 
had halted, immature, incomplete. 
A great grief might have had that ef- 
fect, or the absorption of all her facul- 
ties by one sudden, mastering idea.” 

**You are a little too metaphysical 
for me,” said Beardsley. ‘* Poor Lou 
isn’t shrewd by any means, and always 
gives me the feeling that she needs 
care and protection more than most 
women, if that is what you mean.” 

‘“*There is a singular ayes in 
her face at times,” I resumed. 

“Ah! Now you have it |” he mut- 
tered. 

‘* Sitting there in your parlor, where 
there is certainly nothing to dread, 
she has glanced behind and about her 
again and again, as though she heard 
asound that frightened her. I observe, 
too, that when any man speaks to her 
she fixes on him a keen, suspicious 
look. She does not have it with wo- 
men. It passes quickly, but it is there. 
It is precisely the expression of an in- 
sane person, or a guilty one dreading 
arrest.” 

‘* You are a close observer, Floyd. 
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I told my wife that we could not do 
better than submit the whole case to 
your judgment. We are all Lou’s 


friends in the neighborhood; but we 
cannot look at the matter with your 
legal experience and unprejudiced 
Come, let us go into supper 


eyes. 
now.” 

The next morning I was summoned 
to Beardsley’s ‘‘study” (so called 
probably from the total absence of 
either book or newspaper), and found 
himself and his wife awaiting me, and 
also a Doctor Scheffer, whom I had 
previously noticed among the guests— 
a gaunt, hectic young man, apparently 
on the high road to death, the victim 
of an incurable consumption. 

“*T asked William Scheffer to mect 
us here,” said Mr. Beardsley, ‘‘ as Lou- 
isa Waring was an inmate of his fath- 
er’s house at the time of the occur- 
rence. She and William were chil- 
dren and playmates together. I be- 
lieve Tam right, William. You knew 
all the circumstances of that terrible 
night ? ” 

The young man’s heavy face changed 
painfully, ‘Yes; as much as was 
known to any one but Louisa, and— 
the guilty man, whoever he was. But 
why are you dragging out that wretch- 
ed affair?” turning angrily on Mrs. 
Beardsley. ‘‘Surely any friend of 
Miss Waring’s would try to bury the 
past for her |” 

‘* No,” said the lady calmly. ‘‘Té 
has been buried quite too long, in my 
opinion; for she has carried her bur- 
den for six years. It is time now that 
we should try to lift it for her. You 
are sitting in a’draught, William. Sit 
on this sofa.” 

Scheffer, coughing frightfully, and 
complaining with all the testiness of a 
long-humored invalid, was disposed of 
at last, and Beardsley began: 

‘*The story is briefly this. Louisa, 
before her father’s death, was engaged 
to be married to Colonel Paul Merrick 
(Merricks of Clarke county, you know). 
The wedding was postponed for a year 
when General Waring died, and Louisa 
went to her uncle’s—your father, Wil- 
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liam—to live during that time. When 
the year was over, every preparation 
was made for the marriage: invitations 
were sent to all the kinsfolk on both 
sides (and that included three or four 
counties on a rough guess), and we— 
the immediate family —were assembled 
at Major Scheffer’s preparing for the 
grand event, when ” Beardsley 
became now excessively hot and flur- 
ried, and getting up, thumped heavily 
up and down the room. 

‘* After all, there is nothing to tell. 
Why should we bring in a famous 
lawyer to sit in judgment on her as if 
the girl were a criminal? She only 
did, Floyd, what women have done 
since the beginning—changed her mind 
without reason. Paul Merrick was as 
clever and lovable a young fellow as 
you would find in the State, and Lou- 
isa was faithful to him—she’s faithful 
to him yet; but on the night before 
the wedding she refused to marry him, 
and has persisted in the refusal ever 
since, without assigning a cause.” 

**Ts that all of the story ?” I asked. 

Beardsley was silent. 

‘*No,” said his wife gently; ‘‘ that 
is not all. I thought McCormack’s 
courage would fail before he gave you 
the facts. Ishall try and tell you ‘ 

‘* Only the facts, if you please, with- 
out any inferences or opinions of 
others.” 

The old lady paused for a moment, 
and then began: ‘‘A couple of days 
before the wedding we went over to 
Major Scheffer’s to help prepare fer 
it. You know we have no restau- 
rateurs nor confectioners to depend 
upon, and such occasions are busy 
seasons. The gentlemen played whist, 
rode about the plantation, or tried the 
Major’s wines, while indoors we, all of 
us—married ladies and girls and a 
dozen old aunties—were at work with 
cakes, creams, and pastry. I recollect 
I took over our cook, Prue, because 
Lou fancied nobody could make such 
wine jelly as hers. Then Lou’s trous- 
seau Was a very rich one, and she want- 
ed to try on all of her pretty dresses, 
that we might see how——” 
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‘* My dear!” interrupted Mr. Beard- 
sley, ‘‘this really appears irrelevant 
to the matter—-—” 

‘*Not at all, I wish Mr. Floyd to 
gain an idea of Louisa’s temper and 
mood at that time. The truth is, she 


was passionately fond of her lover, 
and very happy that her marriage was 
so near; and being a modest little 
thing, she hid her feeling under an in- 
cessant, merry chatter about dresses 
Don’t you agree with me, 


and jellies, 
William ?” 

The sick man turned on the sofa 
with a laugh, which looked ghastly 
enough on his haggard face. ‘*I sub- 
mit, Aunt Sophie, that it is hardly 
fair to call me in as a witness in this 
case. I waited on Lou for two or 
three years, Mr. Floyd, and she threw 
me over for Merrick. It is not likely 
that I was an unprejudiced observer 
of her moods just then.” 

‘* Nonsense, William. I knew that 
was but the idlest flirtation between 
you, or I should not have brought you 
here now,” said his aunt. ‘‘ Weil, 
Mr. Floyd, the preparations all were 
completed on the afternoon before the 
wedding. Some of the young people 
had gathered in the library—Paul 
Merrick and his sisters and—you were 
there, William ?” 

‘Yes, I was there.” 

‘* And they persuaded Lou to put on 
her wedding dress and veil to give 
them a glimpse of the bride. I think 
it was Paul who wished it. He was a 
hot, eager young fellow, and he was 
impatient to taste his happiness by an- 
ticipation. It was a dull, gusty af- 
ternoon in October. I remember the 
contrast she made to the gray, cold 
day as she came in, shy and blushing, 
and her eyes sparkling, in her haze of 
white, and stood in front of the win- 
dow. She was so lovely and pure 
that we were all silent. It seemed 
as if she belonged then to her lover 
alone,and none of us had aright to utter 
aword. He went up toher, but no one 
heard what he said, and then took her 
by the hand and led her reverently to 
the door. Presently I met her coming 
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out of her chamber in acloak and hat. 
Her maid Abby was inside, folding 
the white dress and veil. ‘I am go- 
ing down to Aunty Huldah’s,’ Lou said 
to me. ‘I promised her to come 
again before I was married and tell 
her the arrangements all over once 
more.’ Huldah was an old colored 
woman, Lou’s nurse, who lived down 
on the creek bank and had long been 
bedridden. I remember that I said to 
Louisa that the walk would be long 
and lonely, and told her to call Paul 
to accompany her. She hesitated a 
moment, and then turned to the door, 
saying Huldah would probably be in 
one of her most funereal moods, and 
that she would not have Paul troubled 
on the eve of his wedding day. She 
started, running and looking back 
with a laugh, down the hill.” Mrs. 
Beardsley faltered and stopped. 

‘*Go on,” said Dr. Scheffer. ‘‘ The 
incidents which follow are all that 
really affect Louisa’s guilt or inno- 
cence.” 


‘*Go on, mother,” said Beardsley 


hastily. ‘‘Louisa’s innocence is not 
called in question. Remember that. 
Tell everything you know without 
scruple.” 

The old lady began again in a lower 
voice: ‘* We expected an arrival that 
afternoon—Houston Simms, a distant 
kiusman of Major Scheffer’s. He was 
from Kentucky—a large *owner of 
blooded stock—and was on his way 
home from New York, where his 
horses had just won the prizes at the 
fall races. He had promised to stop 
for the wedding, and the carriage 
had been sent to the station to meet 
him. The station, as you know, is 
five miles up the road. By some mis- 
take the carriage was late, and Hous- 
ton started, with his valise in his hand, 
to walk to the house, making a short 
cut through the woods. When the 
carriage came back empty, and the 
driver told this to us, some of the 
young men started down to meet the 
old gentleman. It was then about 
four o’clock, and growing dark rapid- 
ly. The wind, I recollect, blew sharp- 
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ly, and a cold rain set in. I came 
out on the long porch, and walked up 
and down, feeling uneasy and annoyed 
at Louisa’s prolonged absence. Colo- 
nel Merrick, who had been looking 
for her all through the house, had just 
learned from me where she had gone, 
and was starting with umbrellas to 
meet her, when she came suddenly up 
to us, crossing the ploughed field, not 
from the direction of Huldah’s cabin, 
but from the road. We both hurried 
toward her; but when she caught sight 
of Colonel Merrick she stopped short, 
putting out her hands with a look of 
terror and misery quite indescribable. 
‘Take me away from him! Oh, for 
God’s sake!’ she cried. I saw she 
had suffered some great shock, and 
taking her in my arms, led her in, mo- 
tioning him to keep back. She was 
so weak as to fall, but did not faint, 
nor lose consciousness for a single mo- 
ment. All night she lay, her eyes wan- 
dering from side to side as in momen- 
tary expectancy of the appearance of 
some one. No anodyne had any effect 
upon her—every nerve seemed strained 
to its utmost tension. But she did 
not speak a word except at the sound 
of Colonel Merrick’s voice or step, 
when she would beg piteously that he 
should be kept away from her. To- 
ward morning she fell into a kind of 
stupor, and when she awoke appeared 
to be calmer. She beckoned to me, 
and asked that her uncle Scheffer and 
Judge Grove, her other guardian, 
should be sent for. She received 
them standing, apparently quite grave 
and composed. She asked that seve- 
ral other persons should be called in, 
desiring, she said, to have as many 
witnesses as possible to what she was 
about to make known. ‘You all 
know,’ she said, ‘that to-morrow 
was to have been my wedding day. I 
wish you now to bear witness that I 
refuse to-day or at any future time to 
marry Paul Merrick, and that no argu- 
ment or persuasion will induce me to 
do so. And I wish,’ raising her hand, 
to keep silence—‘I wish to say pub- 
licly that it is no fault or ill doing of 





. her. 
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Colonel Merrick’s that has driven me 
to this resolve. I say this as in the 
sight of Almighty God.’ Nobody ar- 
gued, or scarcely, indeed, spoke to 
Every one saw that she was 
physically a very ill woman; and it 
was commonly believed that she had 
received some sudden shock which had 
unhinged her mind. An hour after- 
ward the searching party came in (for 
the young men, not finding Houston 
Simms, had gone out again to search 
for him). They had found his dead 
body concealed in the woods by Mill’s 
spring. You know the place. There 
was a pistol shot through the head, 
and a leathern pocketbook, which had 
apparently contained money, was 
found empty a few feet away. That 
was the end of it all, Mr. Floyd.” 

‘*' You mean that Simms’s murderer 
was never found ?” 

‘* Never,”’ said Beardsley, ‘‘ though 
detectives were brought down from 
Richmond and set on the track. Their 
theory—a plausible one enough too— 
was that Simms had been followed 
from New York by men who knew the 
large sum he carried from the races, 
and that they had robbed and mur- 
dered him, and readily escaped through 
the swamps.” 

‘*TIt never was my belief,” said Dr. 
Scheffer, ‘‘that he was murdered at 
all. It was hinted that he had stopped 
in a gambling house in New York, and 
there lost whatever sum he had won 
at the races ; and that rather than meet 
his family in debt and penniless, he 
blew out his brains in the first lonely 
place to which he came. That expla- 
nation was plain enough.” 

‘* What was the end of the story so 
far as Miss Waring was concerned ?” 
I asked. 

‘* Unfortunately, it never has had 
an end,” said Mrs. Beardsley. ‘*The 
mystery remains. She was ill after- 
ward; indeed, it was years before she 
regained her bodily strength as before. 
But her mind had never been un- 
hinged, as Paul Merrick thought. He 
waited patiently, thinking that some 
day her reason would return, and she 
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would come back to him. But Louisa 
Waring was perfectly sane even in the 
midst of her agony on tbat night. 
From that day until now she has never 
by word or look given any clue by 
which the reason of her refusal to 
marry him could be discovered. Of 
course the murder and her strange 
conduct produced a great excitement 
in this quiet neighborhood. But you 
can imagine all that. I simply have 
given you the facts which bear on the 
case.” 

‘*The first suspicion, I suppose, 
rested on Merrick ?” I said. 

‘*Yes, The natural explanation of 
her conduct was that she had witnessed 
an encounter in the woods between 
Simms and her lover, in which the old 
man was killed. Fortunately, how- 
ever, Paul Merrick had not left the 
house once during the afternoon until 
he went out with me to meet her.” 

‘*And then Miss Waring was se- 
lected as the guilty party ?” 

No one answered for a moment. 
Young Scheffer lay with his arm over 
his face, which had grown so worn 
and haggard as the story was told that 
I doubted whether his affection for the 
girl had been the slight matter which 
he chose to represent it. 

‘*No,” said Beardsley; ‘‘she never 
was openly accused, nor even sub- 
jected to any public interrogation. 
She came té the house in the opposite 
direction from the spot where the 
murder took place. And there was no 
rational proof that she had any cog- 
nizance of it. But there were not 
wanting busybodies to suggest that 
she had met Simms in the woods, and 
at some proffered insult from him 
had fired the fatal shot.” 

His wife’s fair old face flushed. 
‘*How can you repeat such absurdity, 
McCormack?” she said. ‘‘Louisa War- 
ing was as likely to go about armed as 
—as I!” knitting vehemently at a 
woollen stocking she had held idly un- 
til now. 

‘*T know it was absurd, my dear. 
But you know as well as I that though 
it was but the mere breath of suspi- 
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cion, it has always clung to the girl and 
set her apart as it were from other 
women.” 

‘¢ What effect did that report have 
on Merrick?” I asked. 

“The effect it would have on any 
man deserving the name,” said Beard- 
sley. ‘‘If he loved her passionately 
before, she has been, I believe, doubly 
dear to him since. But she has never 
allowed him to meet her since that 
night.” 

“You think her fecling is un- 
changed for him ?” 

**T have no doubt of it,” Mrs. 
Beardsley said. ‘‘There is nothing in 
Lou’s nature out of which you could 
make a heroine of tragedy. After the 
first shock of that night was over she 
was just the commonplace little body 
she was before, and could not help 
showing how fond she was of her old 
lover. But she quietly refused to 
ever see him again.” 

**Merrick went abroad three years 
ago,” interposed her husband. “TU 
let you into a secret, Floyd. I've de- 
termined there shall be an end of this 
folly. Ihave heard from him that he 
will be at home next week, and is as 
firm as ever in his resolve to marry 
Miss Waring. I brought her here so 
that she could not avoid meeting him. 
Now if you, Floyd, could only man- 
age—could look into this matter be- 
fore the meeting, and set it to rights, 
clear the poor child of this wretched 
suspicion that hangs about her? Well, 
now you know why I have told you 
the story.” 

*““You have certainly a sublime 
faith in Mr. Floyd’s skill,” said Schef- 
fer with a disagreeable laugh. ‘I 
wish him success.”” He rose with diffi- 
culty, and wrapping his shawl about 
him, went feebly out of the room. 

‘“*William is soured through his 
long illness,” Beardsley hastened to 
say apologetically. ‘‘And he cared 
more for Lou than I supposed. We 
were wrong to bring him in this morn- 
ing”; and he hurried out to help him 
up the stairs. Mrs. Beardsley laid 
down her knitting, and glanced cau- 
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tiously about her. I saw that the vi- 
tal point of her testimony had been 
omitted until now. 

‘“*I think it but right to tell you— 
nobody has ever heard it before ”»— 
coming close to me, her old face quite 
pale. ‘* When I undressed Louisa that 
night her shoes and stockings were 
stained, and a long reddish hair clung 
to her sleeve. She had trodden over the 
bloody ground and handled the murdered 
man.” 

Every professional man will under- 
stand me when I say I was glad to 
hear this. Hitherto the girl’s whim 
and the murder appeared to me two 
events connected only by the accident 
of occurrence on the same day. Now 
there was but one mystery to solve. 

Whatever success I have had in my 
practice has been due to my habit of 
boldly basing my theories upon the 
known character of the parties impli- 
cated, and not upon more palpable 
accidental circumstances. Left to my- 
self now, I speedily resolved this case 
into a few suppositions, positive to me 
as facts. The girl had been present at 
the murder. She was not naturally 
reticent: was instead an exceptionally 
confiding, credulous woman. Her mo- 
tive for silence, therefore, must have 
been a force brought to bear on her at 
the time of the murder stronger than 
her love for Merrick, and which was 
still existing and active. Her refusal 
to meet her lover I readily interpreted 
to be a fear of her own weakness— 
dread lest she should betray this secret 
to him. Might not her refusal to 
marry him be caused by the same fear ? 
some crushing disgrace or misery 
which threatened her through the 
murder, and which she feared to 
bring upon her husband ? The motive 
I had guessed to be strong as her love: 
what if it were her love? Having 
stepped from surmise to surmise so far, 
I paused to strengthen my position by 
the facts. There were but two ways 
in which this murder could have pre- 


vented her marriage—through Mer- 
rick’s guilt or her own. His inno- 
cence was proven; hers I did not 
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doubt after I had again carefully stud- 
ied her face. Concealed guilt leaves 
its secret signature upon the mouth 
and eye in lines never to be mistaken 
by a man who has once learned to 
read them. 

Were there but these two ways? 
There was a third, more probable than 
either—year. At the first presentation 
of this key to the riddle the whole case 
mapped itself out before me. The 
murderer had sealed her lips by some 
threat. He was still living, and she 
was in daily expectation of meeting 
him. She had never seen his face, but 
had reason to believe him of her own 
class. (This supposition I based on 
her quick, territied inspection of every 
man’s face who approached her.) 
Now what threat could have been 
strong enough to keep a weak girl si- 
lent for years, and to separate her 
from her lover on their wedding day ? 
I knew women well enough to say, 
none against herself; the threat I be- 
lieved hung over Merrick’s head, and 
would be fulfilled if she betrayed the 
secret or married him, which, with a 
weak, loving woman, was equivalent, 
as any man would know, to betrayal. 

I cannot attempt to make the breaks 
in this reasoning solid ground for my 
readers; it was solid ground for me. 

The next morning Beardsley met me 
on leaving the breakfast table. He 
held a letter open in his hand, and 
looked annoyed and anxious. 

** Here’s a note from Merrick. He 
sailed a week sooner than he expected 
—has left New York, and will be here 
to-night. If Ihad only put the case 
in your hands earlier! I had a hope 
that you could clear the little girl. 
But it’s too late. She'll take flight as 
soon as she hears he iscoming. Schef- 
fer says it’s a miserable, bloody mud- 
dle, and that I was wrong to stir it 


” 


up. 
‘“*T do not agree with Dr. Scheffer,” 
I said quietly. 
the library. 
bliss Waring to me. 
**You have not yet been presented 
to her?” 


‘*T am going now to 
In half an hour send 


” 
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‘*So much the better. I wish her 
to regard me as a lawyer simply. 
State to her as formally as you choose 
who I am, and that I desire to see her 
on business.” 

I seated myself in the library; placed 
pen and ink, and some legal-looking 
documents, selected at random, before 
me. Red tape and the formal pomp 
of law constitute half its force with 
women and men of Louisa’s calibre. 
I had hardly arranged myself and my 
materials when the door slowly opened, 
and she entered. She was alarmed, 
yet wary. To see a naturally hearty, 
merry little body subjected for years 
to this nervous strain, with a tragic 
idea forced into a brain meant to be 
busied only with dress, cookery, or 
babies, appeared to me a pitiful thing. 

** Miss Waring ?” reducing the ordi- 
nary courtesies to a curt, grave nod. 
‘* Be seated, if you please.” I turned 
over my papers slowly, and then looked 
up at her. I had, I saw, none of the 
common feminine shrewdness to deal 
with; need expect no subtle devices 
of concealment; no clever doublings; 
nothing but the sheer obstinacy which 
is an unintellectual woman’s one re- 
source. I would ignore it and her— 
boldly assume full possession of the 
ground at the first word. 

** My errand to this house, Miss 
Waring, is in part the investigation of 
a murder in 1854, of which you were 
the sole witness—that of Houston 
Simms ig 

I stopped. 





The change in her face 
appalled me. She had evidently not 
expected so direct an attack. In fact, 
Beardsley told me afterward that it 
was the first time the subject bad been 
broached to her in plain words. How- 
ever, she made no reply, and I pro- 
ceeded in the same formal tone: 

‘*I shall place before you the facts 
which are in my possession, and re- 
quire your assent to such as are within 
your knowledge. On the afternoon 
of Tuesday, October 5, 1854, Houston 
Simms left the Pine Valley station, 
carrying a valise containing a large 
sum of money. You-——” 
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She had been sitting on the other 
side of the table, looking steadily at 
me. She rose now. She wore a blue 
morning dress, with lace ruffles and 
other little fooleries in which women 
delight, and I remember being shocked 
with the strange contrast between this 
frippery and the speechless dread and 
misery of her face. She gained con- 
trol of her voice with difficulty. 

‘* Who has said that I was a witness 
of the murder?” she gasped. ‘‘T al- 
ways explained that I was in another 
part of the wood. I went to aunty 
Huldah a 

‘*Pray do not interrupt me, Miss 
Waring. I am aware that you were 
the witness—the sole witness—in this 
matter.” (She did not contradict me. 
I was right in my first guess—she had 
been alone with the murderer.) ‘On 
returning from your nurse’s cabin you 
left the direct path and followed the 
sound of angry voices to the gorge by 
Mill’s spring as 

‘*T did not go to play the spy. He 
lied when he said that,” she crie? 
feebly. ‘I heard the steps, ar 
thought Colonel Merrick had come to 
search for me.” 

‘*That matters nothing. You saw 
the deed done. The old man was 
killed, and then robbed, in your sight ” 
—I came toward her, and lowered my 
voice to astern, judicial whisper, while 
the poor girl shrank back as though I 
were law itself uttering judgment 
upon her, If she had known what 
stagy guesswork it all was! ‘* When 
you were discovered, the murderer 
would have shot you to insure your 
silence.” 

‘*T wish he had! It was Thad who 
would have done that. The white 
man’s way was more cruel—oh, God 
knows it was more cruel !” 

(There were two then.) I was very 
sorry for the girl, but I had a keen 
pleasure in the slow unfolding of the 
secret, just as I suppose the physician 
takes delight in the study of a new 
disease, even if it kills the patient. 

‘*Yes,” I said with emphasis. ‘I 
believe that it would have been less 
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suffering for you, Miss Waring, to have 
died then than to have lived, forced 
as you were to renounce your lover, 
and to carry about with you the dread 
of the threat made by those men.” 

‘*T have not said there was a threat 
made. I have betrayed nothing.” 
She had seated herself some time be- 
fore by the table. There was a large 
bronze inkstand before her, and as she 
listened she arranged a half dozen 
pens evenly on the rest. The words 
she heard and spoke mattered more to 
her than life or death; her features 
were livid as those of a corpse, yet her 
hands went on with their mechanical 
work—one pen did not project a hair's 
breadth beyond the other. We law- 
yers know how common such puerile, 
commonplace actions are in the su- 
preme moments of life, and how sel- 
dom men wring their hands, or use 
tragic gesture, or indeed words, 

‘*No, you have betrayed nothing,” 
I said calmly. ‘‘ Your self-control has 
been remarkable, even when we re- 
member that you believed your con- 
fession would be followed by speedy 
vengeance, not on your head, but Col- 
onel Merrick’s.” 

She looked up not able to speak for 
aminute. ‘* You—you know all?” 

** Not all, but enough to assure you 
that your time of suffering is over. 
You can speak freely, unharmed.” 

Her head dropped on the table. She 
was crying, and, I think, praying. 

‘“*You saw Houston Simms killed 
by two men, one of whom, the negro 
Thad, you knew. The white man’s 
face was covered. You did not recog- 
nize him. But he knew you, and the 
surest way to compel you to silence. 
I wish you now to state to me all the 
details of this man’s appearance, voice, 
and manner, to show me any letters 
which you have received from him 
since ’’ (a random guess, which I saw 
hit the mark)—‘‘in short, every cir- 
cumstance which you can recall about 
him.” 

She did not reply. 

‘*My dear Miss Waring, you need 
have no fear on Colonel Merrick’s ac 
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count. The law has taken this matter 
out of your hands. Colonel Merrick is 
protected by the law.” 

‘*Oh ! I did not understand,” meek- 
ly. 

To be brief, she told me the whole 
story. When she reached the spring 
she had found the old man bleeding 
and still breathing. He died in her 
arms. The men, who had gone back 
into the laurel to open the valise, came 
back upon her. The negro was a des- 
perate character, well known in the 
county. He had died two years later. 
The other man was masked and 
thoroughly disguised. He had stopped 
the negro when he would have killed 
her, and after a few minutes’ consult- 
ation had whispered to him the terms 
upon which she was allowed to escape. 

**You did not hear the white man’s 
voice?” 

‘*Not once.” 

‘* Bring me the letters you have re- 
ceived from him.” 

She brought two miserably spelled 
and written scrawls on soiled bits of 


paper. It was the writing of an edu- 
cated man, poorly disguised. He 


threatened to meet her speedily, warn- 
ed her that he had spies constantly 
about her. 

‘“*That is all the evidence you can 
give me ?” 

‘* All.” She rose to go. I held the 
door open for her, when she hesitated. 

‘““There was something more—a 
mere trifle.” 

‘“*Yes. But most likely the one 
thing that I want.” 

‘*T returned to the spring again and 
again for months afterward. People 
thought Iwas mad. I may have been; 
but I found there one day a bit of red- 
dish glass with a curious mark on it.” 

‘** You have it here ?” 

She brought it to me. It was a 
fragment of engraved sardonyx, appa- 
rently part of a seal; the upper part of 
a head was cut upon it; the short hairs 
curving forward on the low forehead 
showed that the head was that of Her- 
cules. 

Some old recollection rose in my 
brain, beginning, as I may say, to 
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gnaw uncertainly. I went to my room 
for a few minutes to collect myself, 
and then sought Beardsley. 

He was pacing up and down the 
walk to the stables, agitated as though 
he had been the murderer. 

** Well, Floyd, well! What chance 
is there? What have you discov- 
ered ?” 

‘*Everything. One moment. Ihave 
a question or two to ask you. About 
ten years ago you commissioned me 
to buy for you in New York a seal 
—an intaglio of great value—a head of 
Hercules, as I remember. What did 
you do with it ?” 

‘*Gave it to Job Scheffer, William’s 
father. Will has it now, though I 
think it is broken.” 

** Very well. What have Dr. Schef- 
fer’s habits been, by the way? Was 
he as fond of turning the cards as the 
other young fellows ?” 

**Oh, yes, poor boy! There was a 
rumor some years ago that he was 
frightfully involved in Baltimore-— 
that it would ruin the old man, in fact, 
to clear off his debts of honor. But it 
died out, I suppose William found 
some way of straightening them out.” 

‘*Probably. Where is Dr. Scheffer 
now? I have a message for him.” 

‘*In his room, But this matter of 
Louisa Waring ad 

‘*Presently. Have patience.” 

I went up to the young man’s room, 
After all, the poor wretch was dying, 
and to compel him to blast his own 
honorable name seemed but brutal 
cruelty. Ihad to remember the poor 
girl’s wasted face and hopeless eyes 
before I could summon courage to 
open the door after I had knocked. I 
think he expected me, and knew all 
that I had to say. A man in health 
would soon have known that I was 
acting on surmise, and defied me to 
the proof. Scheffer, I fancied, had 
been creeping through life for years 
with death in two shapes pursuing 
him, step by step. He yielded, cowed 
submissive at the first touch, and 
only pleaded feebly for mercy. 

The negro had been his body ser- 
vant—knew his desperate straits, and 
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dragged him into the crime. Then, 
he had loved Louisa: he was maddened 
by her approaching marriage. The 
scheme of ensuring her silence and 
driving Merrick away was the inspira- 
tion of a moment, and had succeeded. 
He only asked for mercy. His time 
was short. He could not live beyond 
a few weeks. I would not bring him 
to the gallows. 

I was merciful, and I think was 
right to be so. His deposition was 
taken before his uncle, Mr. Beardsley, 
who was a magistrate, and two other 
men of position and weight in the 
community. It was to be kept secret 
until after his death, and then made 
public. He was removed at once to 
his father’s house. 

On Colonel Merrick’s arrival that 
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evening, this deposition was formally 
read to him. I do not think it im- 
pressed him very much. He was re- 
solved to marry Miss Waring in spite 
of every obstacle. 

‘**But I never would have married 
you unless the truth had been discov- 
ered—never,” she said to him that 
evening as they stood near me in the 
drawing-room. Her checks were warm, 
and her dark eyes full of tender light. 
I thought her a very lovely woman. 

‘* Then I owe you to Mr. Floyd after 
all?” he said, looking down at her 
fondly. 

**Oh, I suppose so,” with a shrug. 
‘* But he is a very disagreeable person! 
Cast-iron, you know. Iam so thank- 
ful you are not a lawyer, Paul.” 

James M, FLoyp. 


I WOULD I were mighty, victorious, 
A monarch of steel and of gold— 

I would I were one of the glorious 
Divinities hallowed of old— 

A god of the ancient sweet fashion 
Who mingled with women and men, 

A deity human in passion, 
Transhuman in strength and in ken. 


For then I could render the pleasur 
I win from the sight of your face ; 
For then I could utter my treasure 
Of homage and thanks for your grace; 
I could dower, illumine, and gladden, 
Could rescue from perils and tears, 
And my speech could vibrate and madden 
With eloquence worthy your ears. 


You meet me: you smile and speak kindly ; 
One minute I marvel and gaze, 
Idolatrous, worshipping blindly, 
Yet mindful of decorous ways. 
You pass; and the glory is ended, 
Though lustres and sconces may glow: 
The goddess who made the scene splendid 
Has vanished; and darkly I go. 


Yon know not how swiftly you mounted 
The throne in the depths of my eyes ; 
You care not how meekly I counted 
Those moments for pearls of the skies; 
Or, knowing it, all is forgotten 
The moment I pass from your sight— 
Consigned to the fancies begotten 
Of chaos and slumber and night. 


Bret I—I remember your glances, 
Your carelessest gesture and word, 
And out of them fashion romances 
Man never yet uttered nor heard ; 
Romances too splendid for mortals, 
Too sweet for a planet of dole; 
Romances which open the portals 


Of Eden, and welcome my soul, 


J. W. DeForest. 
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OETS, in every age since the time 

of Anacreon, have sung odes in 
praise of wine. The greatest bards 
of every clime have sought inspiration 
in its sparkling depths. But the poct, 
even German, is yet unborn, who, 
moved by sweet memories of the nec- 
tar of his fatherland, shall chant in 
rhyme the virtues of his national drink. 
Yet though its merit has inspired nei- 
ther of the sister graces, poetry and 
song, to strike the lyre in its honor, it 
has had, none the less, an important 
mission to perform. To its plebeian 
sister beer, as a healthful beverage, 
wine must yield the palm. As a com- 
mon drink, suited to human nature’s 
daily need, it has never been surpassed. 
If it has nerved no hand to deeds of dar- 
ing, or struck the scintillating sparks 
of genius from the human brain, it has 
added immensely to the health, long 
life, and happiness of many nations, 
and is destined to still greater tri- 
umphs, as life becomes studied more 
from a hygienic standpoint. 

Beer is believed to have been in- 
vented by the Egyptians, and is of 
almost universal use; the zone of the 
cereals being more extended than that 
of the grape. Greek writers before 
Christ mention a drink composed of 
barley, under the name of zythos. This 
beverage was not unknown to the 
Romans, and we find it first mentioned 
by the historian Tacitus. By the na- 
tions of the West it was regarded as 
a nourishing drink for poor people. 
They prepared it from honey and wheat. 
Among the ancient Germans and Scan- 
dinavians, however, beer was in former 
times the national beverage, and was 
prepared from barley, wheat, or oats, 
with the addition of oak bark, and 
later of hops. 

The ancients put bitter herbs in beer, 
and the present use of hops is in imi- 
tation. Modern beer was born at the 
time of Charlemagne, an epoch at 





which hops were first cultivated. The 
earliest writing in which one finds 
mention of hops as an aroma to beer 
is in a parchment of St. Hildegarde, 
abbess of the convent of St. Rupert, 
at Bingen on the Rhine. The art of 
fabricating beer remained for a long 
time a privilege of convents. The 
priests drank Pater’s beer, while the 
lighter or convent beer was used by 
the laity. Although beer has been 
manufactured of all the cereals, barley 
only can be called its true and legiti- 
mate father. 

Bavaria and Franconia were already 
in the fourteenth century celebrated 
for their excellent beer, and the Ger- 
man cities, of which each one soon 
had its own brewery, vied with their 
predecessors. In the fifteenth and six- 
teenth centuries the Upper and Lower 
Saxony breweries became well known. 
The Braunschweiger, Einbeker, Git- 
tinger, Bremer, and Hamburger beer, 
as well as the breweries of the cities of 
Wiirzen, Zwickau, Torgau, Merseburg, 
and Goslar, were far and wide cele- 
brated. Bavarian beer has long made 
the tour of the world. Bock beer from 
Bavaria and from the Erzgebirge is 
exported to Java and China. 

German lager beer, as a healthy and 
lightly stimulating beverage, is wel- 
come in both hot and cold countries, 
It is liked as well by the Russians and 
Scandinavians as by the inhabitants of 
the tropics. It is brewed by Germans 
in all parts of the globe—in Valen- 
ciennes, Antwerp, Madrid, Constanti- 
nople, and even in Australia, Chili, 
and Brazil. 

The English commenced later than 
the Germans to make beer. In 1524, 
however, they not only brewed beer, 
but used hops in its fabrication. 

The Greek and Latin races, which 
drank wine, had but little taste for 
beer, which divided them from the 
Germanic races as a sharp boundary. 
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Beer and wine seem to have had an in- 
fluence in forming the temperament of 
these widely differing races, While 
wine excites the nervous system, beer 
tranquillizes and calms it. The action 
of a particular kind of daily drink, 
used for centuries, must in this respect 
have been more or less potent. Hence, 
perhaps, the Teuton’s phlegm and the 
Gaul’s excitability. 

There may be said to be three prin- 
cipal types of beer—the Bavarien, Bel- 
gian, and English. The Bavarian is 
obtained by the infusion or decoction 
of sprouted barley; then by the fer- 
mentation of deposit, in tubs painted 
internally with resin. The varieties 
most appreciated are the Bock and 
Salvator beers. The beers of Belgium 
have the special character of being 
prepared by spontaneous fermentation, 
and the process is therefore slow. The 
principal varieties are the Lambick, 
the Faro, the March beer, and the 
Uytzd. In the English beer the must 
is prepared by simple infusion and the 
fermentation is superficial, On ac- 
count of its great alcoholic richness it 
is easily conserved. The ale, the por- 
ter, and the stout are the chief varie- 
ties of English beer, which differ among 
themselves only by the diverse propor- 
tion of their ingredients and the dif- 
ferent degrees of torrefaction of the 
barley, rendering it more or less brown. 
In France only the superficial method 
of fermentation is employed. In a 
litre of Strasburg beer one finds 5 1-4 
grammes of albumen, 45 grammes of 
alcohol, and .091 of salts. The ordi- 
nary Bavarian beer contains three per 
cent. of alcohol and six and a half per 
cent.of nourishing extracts. The beers 
the most sticky to the touch are the 
heaviest in volume and the most nu- 
tritious. It is historical that in very 
olden days the Munich city fathers 
tried the goodness of the beer by pour- 
ing it out on a bench and then sitting 
down in their leather inexpressibles, 
and approved of it only when they re- 
mained glued to the seat. 

In Nuremberg there is a school of 
brewers, where one may learn all the 
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mysteries of beer brewing. Certain 
breweries, however, pretend to possess 
secrets pertaining to the art known 
exclusively to them. For example, 
one family near Leipsic is said to have 
possessed for acentury the secret which 
chemistry has tried in vain to discover, 
of making the famous Gose beer. 

‘* Good beer,” says Dr. Paolo Mante- 
gazza, a celebrated Italian writer on 
medicine, ‘‘is certainly one of the most 
healthy of alcoholic drinks. The bit- 
ter tonic, the richness of the alimen- 
tary principle which it contains, and 
its digestibility make it a real liquid 
food, which, for many temperaments, 
is medicine. The English beer, which 
is stronger in spirit than some wines, 
never produces on the stomach that 
union of irritating phenomena vulgarly 
ealled heat, and for this reason beer is 
often tolerated by the most weak and 
irritable persons, and can be drunk 
with advantage in grave diseases.”* 
Laveran, a French physician, counsels 
it for consumptives, and for nervous 
thin people in the most diverse cli- 
mates. 

In the intoxication by beer there is 
always more or less stupidity. Beer is 
by no means favorable to esprit. It 
is doubtful if it has ever inspired the 
great poets or the profound thinkers 
who make Germany, in science, the 
leading country in Europe. Reich, 
Voigt, and many great writers have 
launched their anathemas against it. 
As a stimulant beer is less potent than 
wine or tea and coffee. The forces of 
soldiers have never been sustained on 
a fatiguing march, nor can they be 
incited to a battle, by plentiful liba- 
tions of beer. During the late French- 
Prussian war nearly every provision 
train which left Bavaria carried sup- 
plies of beer to the Bavarian troops. 
It was found very favorable for the 
convalescent soldiers in the hospitals, 
but inferior to coffee or wine as a 
stimulant on the eve of battle. 

The old chroniclers of Bavaria relate 
this curious tale of the origin of the 
celebrated bock beer. There was one 

* “Quadri della Natura Umana.” 
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day in olden times at the table of 
the Duke of Bavaria, as guest, a 
Brunswick nobleman. Now there had 
long prevailed at the court the custom 
of presenting to noble guests, after the 
meal, a beaker of the Bavarian barley 
juice, not without a warning as to its 
strength. The Brunswicker received 
the usual cup, emptied it at a draught, 
and pronounced it excellent. ‘‘ But,” 
he continued, ‘‘ such barley juice as we 
brew at home in Brunswick is equalled 
by no other. Our Mumme is the king 
of beers, so that the bravest drinker 
cannot take two beakers of it without 
sinking under the table.” The duke 
listened with displeasure to the haughty 
words of the knight, for he was not a 
little proud of the brewings of his 
country, and commanded his cup- 
bearer, with a meaning look, to chal- 
lenge him. 

‘“*By your leave, Sir Knight,” re- 
plied the page, ‘‘ what you say is not 
quite true. If it pleases you and my 
lord Duke, I should like to lay a wager 
with you.” 

The duke nodded assent, and the 
knight, smiling scornfully, challenged 
the cup-bearer to pledge him. 

‘* Your Brunswick Mumme,” contin- 
ued the page, ‘‘may pass as a refresh- 
ing drink; but with our beer you can- 
not compare it, for the best of our 
brewings is unknown to you. In case, 
however, you please again to make 
your appearance at the hospitable 
court of my gracious lord, I will 
promise you a beaker of beer which 
cannot be equalled in any other country 
of united Christendom. I will drink 
the greatest bumper that can be found 
in our court of your Mumme at one 
draught, if you can take of our beer, 
even slowly, three beakers. He who 
a half hour afterward can stand on 
one leg and thread a needle shall win 
the wager, and receive from the other 
a mighty cask of Tokayer Reben- 
safte.” 

This speech received loud applause, 
and the Brunswicker laughingly ac- 
cepted the challenge. 

After the knight had departed the 
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duke tapped the page on the shoulder 
and said, ‘*Take care that thou dost 
not repent thy word, and that the 
Brunswicker does not win the wager.” 


The first morning in May the 
Brunswicker rode into the castle 
and was welcomed by the duke. 


All eyes were turned on the cup- 
bearer, who shortly afterward ap- 
peared with a suite of pages carrying 
on a bier two little casks, one bearing 
the Bavarian arms and the other those 
of Brunswick. The right to give to 
the contents of the former a particular 
name was reserved to the duke. The 
page produced likewise a monstrous 
silver bumper and three beakers of the 
ordinary size. It was long before the 
bumper was filled to the rim, and then 
it required two men to raise it to the 
table. In the mean time another page 
placed the three beakers before the 
knight, who could not suppress a sar- 
castic laugh at the huge bumper which 
the page, taking in his strong arms, 
placed to his lips. As the knight 
emptied the last beaker the cup-bearer 
turned down the bumper. Two nee- 
dles and a bundle of silk lay on the 
table. It wanted a few moments of 
the half hour, and the Brunswicker 
ran toward the garden for fresh air. 
Hardly arrived in the court, a peculiar 
swimming of the head seized him, so 
that he fell to the ground. A servant 
saw him from the window, and hasten- 
ed out, followed by the court, with the 
duke in advance. There lay the Bruns- 
wicker, and tried in vain to rise. 

‘*By all the saints, Herr Ritter, 
what has thrown you in the sand?” 
inquired the duke sympathetically. 

‘*The bock, the bock” (the goat, 
the goat), murmured the knight wit 
a heavy tongue. 

A burst of sarcastic laughter echoed 
in the courtyard. In the mean time 
the page stood on one foot, and with- 
out swaying threaded the needle. 

‘*The bock, the bock,” repeated the 
duke smiling. ‘‘ Our beer is no long- 
er without a name. It shall be called 


bock, that one may take care.” 
The bock season lasts about six 


























weeks, from May into June. Just be- 
fore it commences a transparency of a 
goat, drinking from a tall, slender 
glass, is placed as a sign before cer- 
tain beer locals, called in Munich dia- 
lect bock stalls, not because goats are 
kept there, but because wonderful 
beer, called bock, is dispensed. 

He who has not lived in Bavaria can 
have no idea of what importance beer 
is in Bavarian life. There are in Mu- 
nich Germans who exist only for beer, 
and there have been pointed out to 
me old gentlemen who have frequent- 
ed daily the same local for twenty-five 
or thirty years, and even occupied the 
same seat, and pounded the same table, 
by way of enforcing their views, in 
discussing the politics of the day. 
They are called Stammgidste (literally 
stock guests), and are much honored 
in their respective locals. 

The greatest personages do not dis- 
dain the meanest locals, provided the 
beer is good and to their taste. Naked 
pine tables do not disgust them, nor 
the hardest benches. Often on the 
_ table skins of radishes, crusts of 
bread, cigar stumps, tobacco ashes, 
herring heads, and cheese rinds form 
a fragrant mélange. The inheritors of 
this precious legacy push it away 
without undue irritability. Radishes 
are carried about by old women called 
radi-weibers, who do a thriving busi- 
ness besides in nuts and herrings. One 
cannot find in any other country of the 
world radishes of such size, tender- 
ness, and flavor—a brown variety in- 
herited by the happy Miincheners with 
their breweries. Nowhere else 
cutting and salting them rank as an 
art. To prepare one scientifically they 
pare it carefully, slit it in three slices 
nearly to the end, place salt on the 
top, and draw the finger over it, as if 
it were a pack of cards. The salt falls 
between the slices, and when they are 
pressed together becomes absorbed. 

In a German Bier Local are represent- 
ed all classes of society. Beer is the 
great leveller of social distinctions. 
The foaming glass of King Gambrinus 
unites all Germans of all states, cli- 
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mates, and professions in a closer 
brotherhood than the sceptre of the 
Hohenzollerns, and links that portion 
of the Teutonic race over which the 
stars and stripes throws its protecting 
folds to the dear fatherland. 

Fine wines are a perquisite of 
money. The fortunate aristocrat and 
the house of Israel, which everywhere 
waxes fat on the needs of travellers, 
may sip their champagne, their Lachry- 
mez Christi, and their Hockheimer, 
while less favored humanity contents 
itself with sour vin ordinaire ; but beer 
is the same for all, and in some brew- 
eries each one must search for a glass, 
rinse it, and present himself in his 
turn at the shank window, to which 
there is no royal road, ‘‘La bitre,” 
which a great writer calls ‘‘ce vin 
de la r¢forme,” is essentially a demo- 
cratic drink. It became popular at a 
time when a fatal blow had _ been 
struck at class privileges and priestly 
exclusiveness, 

Manfully does a true-hearted Bava- 
rian stand by his brewery, in ill as 
well as good report. If the beer turns 
out badly, he does not find it a suffi- 
cient reason to desert his local for some 
other, but rather remains with touch- 
ing devotion, and anticipates the ap- 
proaching end of the old beer and the 
advent of new, with implicit trust 
and confidence in the future. Some 
years ago the Bavarian post and rail- 
way conductors distinguished them- 
selves by the mournful zeal with which 
they notified to the passengers the 
nearing of the frontier. At each sta- 
tion they were sorrowfully communi- 
cative. 

‘* The last Bairischer* but four, gen- 
tlemen! Gentlemen, there are only 
two more real Bairischers! Gentle- 
men,” with tears in the voice, ‘‘the 
last Bairischer.” 

The passengers rushed to the buffet 
and drank. 

Even now, with that curious affec- 
tion with which every Bavarian’s heart 
turns to his Mecca of beer, the saluta- 
tion to a stranger is, ‘‘ Are you going 
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to Munich? Da werden sie gutes Bier 
trinken,”* 

‘*You came from Munich ? 
da haben sie gutes Bier getrunken.’’t 

Even in Beerland there are different 
kinds of beer, like the federal union, 
one in many and many in one. Be- 
tween them are sometimes irreconcil- 
able differences, as for example, be- 
tween the white and Actiens beer of 
Berlin. The former is made of wheat, 
and is exclusively a summer beverage, 
and a glass of it is fondly termed a 
‘*kleine Weisse ” (a little white one), 
perhaps in irony, for it is served in 
excentric mammoth tumblers, which 
require both hands to lift. 

Then there is the Vienna beer, the 
antipodes of the Bavarian. The latter 
must be drunk soon after it is made, 
while the former must lie many 
months in the cellar before it is ready 
for use. In Austria, that forcible 
union of States of clashing interests 
and nationalities, which is not a na- 
tion, but only a government reposing 
on bayonets, the population is divided 
between the partisans of King Gam- 
brinus and those of Bacchus. 

As little as an artist could maintain 
that he was familiar with the works 
of the great masters when he had not 
visited Italy, so little could a beer 
drinker assert that he had seen beer 
rightly drunk when he had not been 
in Munich. All over the world beer 
is regarded as a refreshment, but in 
Munich it is the elixir of life, the fa- 
bled fountain of youth and happiness. 
It is looked upon as nourishment by 
the lower classes, who drink for din- 
ner two masses} of it, with soup and 
black bread. For the price of the 
beer they could procure a good portion 
of meat, but they universally maintain 
that they are best nourished with beer 
and bread. 

The Bavarian drinks to satisfy his 
‘*thirst, that beautiful German gift of 
God.” If he is healthy, he drinks be- 
cause it keeps his life juices in their 


Ach ! 


* There you will drink good beer. 
+ There you drank good beer. 
+ A mass equals tifteen-sixteenths of a quart. 
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normal state; if he is sick and in pain, 
because it is a soothing and harmless 
narcotic; if he is hungry, because 
beer is nourishment; if he has already 
eaten, because beer promotes diges- 
tion; if he is warm, because it is cool- 
ing and refreshing; if he is cold, be- 
cause it warms him; if he is fatigued, - 
because it is a tonic and sovereign 
strength renewer; if he is angry, be- 
cause beer soothes him and gives him 
time to consider; if he needs courage, 
because beer is precisely the right 
stimulant. Where the Americans fly 
to their bitters ‘‘to tone up the system 
and enliven the secretions,” the Ger- 
mans resort to beer; and many are of 
opinion that frequent trips to the 
bock stalls in the spring are more heal- 
ing than a visit to Carlsbad or Baden 
Baden, where one drinks disgusting 
water. In all circumstances and all 
moods they drink and are comforted. 

The Jews believed that the sacred 
waves of the Jordan were powerful to 
wash away all human suffering, either 
of the soul or body. Faith was neces- 
sary to this pious healing. To the 
Miinchener beer is the river of health. 
His faith in it dates from his earliest 
infancy, and lhe resorts to its benefi- 
cent influence at least seven times a 
day, and drinks his last Arigl with 
apparently the same relish as the first. 
The quantity which Germans drink is 
something incredible. Bavarian stu- 
dents usually take from five to seven 
masses per day. (At the German Je- 
suit seminary in Prague the novices 
are allowed daily seven, the clericos 
ten, and the priests twelve pints of 
beer.) 

Beer is considered good not only 
for men, but for women, for girls and 
boys, and even unweaned infants, 

‘‘Mein Kriigl” the Miinchener speaks 
of as of his natural and human rights. 
He was born with a right to his beer, 
and his Arigl, as ‘*‘man is born with 
a right to life, liberty, and the pursuit 
of happiness,” and equally with these 
the State must look after this right. 
The kriigls, or beer mugs, of each 
brewery are inspected by the police, to 
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see if the measure is correct, and if 
the ware has no poisonous lead in its 


composition, The royal K is stamped 
on them by the King’s authority. The 
police also examine the contents of the 
beer with the same zeal as the water 
or the condition of the sewers. 

The Germans as a nation are patient 
of wrong and peace-loving, but the 
rumor of a tax on beer raises a fright- 
ful commotion, and a riot is often the 
consequence, As well tax air, water, 
and fire as beer, the fifth element. 

In an ancient neighborhood of Mu- 
nich, behind the post, and best enter- 
ed from Maximilian street, is a little 
square remarkable for its ugliness. 
All the houses are old, and one feels 
upon entering it as if one had sudden- 
ly walked back into the middle ages. 
On the east side stands a time-gray, 
low, irregular building, resembling in 
architecture, or by its want of it, no- 
thing of the present age. This is the 
royal Hof Brauerei. After 10 a. M. a 
constant stream of thirsty souls flows 
along the streets and narrow alleys 
leading toward its dismal-looking nor- 
tals. Its beer is celebrated as being 
the finest in the world, and is the stan- 
dard by which all other beers are 
judged. It is the poetry of beer; it is 
to all other brewings what Shake- 
speare is to the drama; what the Co- 
liseum is to other antiquities. None 
of the beer is exported or sold; it is 
all drunk on the spot, and when it 
gives out no other brewery can supply 
a drop comparable with it. The Pa- 
risians, who have heaped every luxu- 
ry, from the poles to the tropics, in 
their capital of the world, have not 
enough money in the Bank of France 
to purchase a cask of it. It is said 
that Maximilian II. resolved that the 
best beer in the world should be made 
at the royal brewery in Munich. It 
has never been expected that it would 
yield any revenue, but merely pay its 
expenses, It is now under the protec- 
tion of the present King, and the in- 
gredients are inspected by an officer 
of the royal household. 

For its dirt, its darkness, and its 








BEER. 67 


utter want of service, the Hof Brau- 
erei is unequalled in the world, and 
nowhere else can be found such a 
mixed society. Entering the low- 
vaulted room, each one looks anxiously 
about for an empty mug. These are 
of gray stone, containing a mass, the 
price of which is seven and a half 
kreutzers. Spying one, he hastens to 
secure it from other competitors. The 
first who reaches it carries it off in 
triumph to the spring in the ante- 
room, rinses it, and presents himself 
behind a queue of predecessors at the 
shank window, where several pairs of 
hands are occupied all day long in fill- 
ing mugs from the great casks within. 
This accomplished, he returns to the 
guest room and searches for a seat. If 
found, it is certainly not luxurious—a 
wooden bench of pine, stained by time 
and continual use to a dark dirt color, 
behind an ancient table. The walls 
and ceiling are grim with age, and the 
atmosphere hazy with smoke. The 
scene baffles description. All classes 
of seciety are represented. Side by 
side with the noble or learned profes- 
sor, one sees the poorest artisan and 
the common soldier. Here and there 
the picturesque face of an artist is in 
close proximity to a peasant, and 
through the smoky atmosphere one 
catches the gleam of the scarlet or sky- 
blue cap of a German student, or the 
glitter of an epaulette. The Catholic 
of the most ultramontane stamp is 
there, as well as the Jew, the Protes- 
tant, and the freethinker. Here stands 
a pilgrim from far America, armed 
with a Biideker, and there an English- 
man with the inevitable Murray under 
his arm, too amazed or disdainful to 
search fora mass. Remarkable also are 
the steady habitués of the place, with 
Albert Diirer-like features which look 
as if hastily hewn out of ancient wood 
with two or three blows of a hatchet, 
or with smoke-dried physiognomies 
having a tint like that of a meerschaum 
pipe, acquired by years of exposure to 
the thick atmosphere of smoky brew- 
eries. They are there morning, noon, 
and night, year in and year out, 
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Some talk over the news of the dar, 
but most sit in silence. Not a few 
make a meal with bread and radishes, 
or a sausage brought from the nearest 
pork shop. 

In Munich a singular and ancient 
custom prevails. If by chance the 
cover of a mug is left up, any individ- 
ual who chooses may seize it, and 
drink the contents. At the Hof Brau- 
erei I once saw a newly arrived Eng- 
glishman, carrying the usual red guide- 
book, quit the room for an instant, 
leaving uncovered his just acquired 
mass of beer. There came along a 
seedy-looking old gentleman, evident- 
ly a Stammgast. A gleam of satisfac- 
tion stole over his wooden features as 
he espied the open mug. Pausing a 
moment, he lifted it to his lips and 
slowly drank the contents. Setting it 
down empty, with a face mildly radiat- 
ing satisfaction, he went his way. 
Presently the owner of the beer re- 
turned, took his seat, and lifted the 
mass, without looking, to his lips. 
With intense astonishment he put it 
down again, appeared not to believe 
the evidence of his senses, applied his 
glass to his eye, looked with anxie- 
ty into his mug, and became satisfied 
of its emptiness. At his neighbors he 
cast a quick glance of indignant sus- 
picion—the look of a Briton whose 
rights were invaded. No one even 
looked up; apparently the occasion 
was too common to excite attention. 
Gradually his face regained its com- 
posure. He procured a new supply, 
and as the wonderful barley juice dis- 
appeared became again calm and hap- 
py. Miraculous mixture ! Who would 
not, under thy benign influence, for- 
get all rancor and bitterness, even 
though his deadliest enemy sat oppo- 
site ? 

In the Haupt und Residenz Stadt 
Miinchen, as Munich is always called 
in official documents, many of the 
breweries bear the names of orders of 
monks, because there the friars in old- 
en days made particularly good beer. 
The breweries borrowed from them the 
receipt and the name. Hence the 
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brewery to the Augustiner, to the Do- 
minikaner, to the Franciskaner, and 
the Salvator. 

New beer is in all cities of America 
and Europe a simple fact. In Munich 
it isan important public and private 
family event, concerning each house 
as well as the entire city. 

The opening of the Salvator brewery 
in the suburbs of Munich, for its brief 
season of a month in the spring, as- 
sumes for the inhabitants the impor- 
tance of a long anticipated holiday. 
Thither an eager crowd of townspeople 
make pilgrimage. I was present on 
one of these auspicious occasions, and 
found a joyous multitude of more than 
two thousand persons, filling to over- 
flowing the capacious building gayly 
trimmed with evergreens interspersed 
with the national colors. A band dis- 
coursed excellent music, that neces- 
sary element, without which no Ger- 
man scene is complete. The waiters, 
more than usually adroit in supplying 
the wants of the crowd, carried in 
their hands fourteen glasses at a time 
with professional dexterity. The pe- 
culiar delicacy of the occasion, aside 
from the beer, seemed to be cheese, 
plentifully sprinkled with black pep- 
per. 

Late in the evening the people be- 
came more excited and sympathetic, 
and then it was proposed to sing 
‘*Herr Fisher,” a popular German 
song of the people. A verse was sung 
by a few voices as a solo; then fol- 
lowed a mighty chorus from all the 
persons present. Each one raised the 
cover of his beer mug at the com- 
mencement, and let it fall with a clang 
at the close of the chorus, with start- 
ling effect. 

In Munich one-half of the inhabi- 
tants appear to be engaged in the fab- 
rication of beer and the entire popu- 
lation in drinking it. It impresses one 
as being the only industry there. The 
enormous brewery wagons, drawn by 
five Norman horses, are ever to be seen. 
On the trains going from the city there 
is ordinarily a beer car painted in fes- 
tive white. It bears an inscription, 
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that none may mistake its contents, 
and perhaps that the peasants may 
bless it as it passes. It is looked upon 
with as much reverence as if it bore 
the ark of the covenant. 

All over Germany, among the most 
ordinary of birthday or holiday pres- 
ents are the elegantly painted porce- 
lain tops for beer glasses. The works 
of great masters may be found copied 
in exquisite style for this purpose, as 
well as illustrations suited to unculti- 
vated tastes. To these pictures there 
are appropriate mottoes, and often a 
verse adapted to the comprehension of 
the most uneducated peasant. A fa- 
vorite among the Bavarians, judging 
from the frequency with which it is 
met with in all parts of Bavaria, rep- 
resents a peasant in a balcony waving 
her kerchief to her lover, departing in 
a little skiff, on an intensely blue sea. 
Beneath, in patois, is the doggerel: 

Beautifully blne is the sea, 
But my heart aches in me, 
And my heart will never recover 
Till returns my peasant lover. 
Equally a favorite is the following: 
A rifle to shoot, 
And a fighting ring to hit, 
And a maiden to kiss, 
Must a lively boy have. 

The rings to which the rhyme refers 
are of huge size, of silver, with a 
sharp-edged square of the same metal. 
They are heirlooms among the pea- 
sants, and are worn on the middle fin- 
ger. It is the custom in a quarrel to 
hit one’s adversary with the Stozzring on 
the cheek, which it tears open. 

In Germany many of the great brew- 
erics have summer gardens in the sub- 
urbs of the cities. In Berlin there are 
magnificent Biergirten, where the two 
most necessary clements of German 
existence, beer and music, are united. 
i need only refer to the Hof Jiiger, 
with its flowers, fountains, miniature 
lake, and open-air theatre, where pop- 
ular comedies are performed, Three 
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times per week there is an afternoon 
concert by one or two regiment bands. 
Thither the Germans conduct their 
families. In the winter there are con- 
cert rooms in the cities, where ‘*mu- 
sic is married,” not ‘‘to immortal 
verse,” but to beer; and these classical 
concerts are patronized by people of 
high respectability. 

Beer is peculiarly suited to the 
American temperament, too nervous 
and sensitive. It is certain that the 
human race always has, and probably 
always will, resort to beverages more 
or less stimulating. The preaching of 
moralists and the efforts of legislators 
will not exclude them permanently 
from our use. It is not in the use but 
in the abuse of these that the difficulty 
lies. Neither tea nor coffee answers for 
all temperaments and all occasions as 
nervous aliments. The extraordinary 
and increasing diffusion of liquors is 
one of the social ulcers of modern so- 
ciety, particularly in America. It is 
unfortunately true that the use of strong 
alcoholics is increasing every day, to 
the great detriment of public health 
and morals. Taken merely to kill 
time, they often end by killing the 
individual. 

One of the great advantages of beer, 
too much forgotten even by physicians, 
is that it reverses the influence of al- 
cohol, by which it loses its irritating 
properties on the mucous membrane of 
the stomach. Thecclebrated Dr. Bock 
(late professor of pathological anatomy 
in the university at Leipsic) says, ‘* Beer 
exercises on the digestion, on the cir- 
culation, on the nerves, and above all 
on the whole system, a beneticial ef- 
fect.” * 

It would be well if Americans would 
adopt it instead of the innumerable 
harmful which ruin the 
health and poison the peace of society. 

8. G. Youna. 


* “Buch vom gesnnden und kranken Men- 
schen ”’ (9th edition), 
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E have followed Shakespeare's 
\ course of dramatic production 
down to the time when he began to 
embody in the work by which he 
earned his bread and made his fortune 
the results of an intuitive knowledge of 
human nature and a profound reflection 
upon it never surpassed, if ever equal- 
led, and which, even if possessed, have 
never been united in any other man 
with a power of expression so grand, 
so direct, so strong, and so subtle. 
“Twelfth Night,” ‘*‘ Henry V.,” and 
** As You Like It’ mark the close of 
his second period, which ended with 
the sixteenth century. His third pe- 
riod opens with ‘‘ Hamlet,” which 
was written about the year 1600. 
But here I will say that the division 
of his work into periods, and the as- 
signment of his plays to certain years, 
is only inferential and approximative. 
We are able to determine with an ap- 
proach to certainty about what time 
most of his plays were written; but 
we cannot fix their date exactly. Nor 
is it of very great importance that we 
should do so. There are some people 
who can fret themselves and others as 
to whether a play was written in 1600 
or in 1601, as there are others who 
deem the question whether its author 
was born on the 23d of April in one 
year, and died on the same day of the 
same month in another, one of great 
importance. I cannot so regard it. 
A few days in the date of a man’s birth 
or death, a few months in the produc- 
tion of a play—these are matters surely 
of very little moment. What is im- 
portant to the student and lover of 
Shakespeare is the order of the produc- 
tion of his works; and this, fortunate- 
ly, is determinable with a sufficient 
approach to accuracy to enable us to 
know about at what age he was en- 
gaged upon them, and what changes 
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in his style and in his views of life they 
indicate. 

In the first ten years of the seven- 
teenth century, between his thirty- 


seventh and forty-seventh year, he 

produced ‘* Hamlet,” ‘* Measure for 

Measure,” his part of ‘* Pericles,” 
’ } ’ 


‘*All’s Well that Ends Well,” ‘* King 
Lear,” ‘* Macbeth,” ‘* Julius Cesar,” 
‘“*Antony and Cleopatra,” ‘* Troilus 
and Cressida,” ‘* Cymbeline,” ** Corio- 
lanus,” and ‘* Othello.” These, with 
other works, were the fruit of his mind 
in its full maturity and vigor. Think 
of it a moment! what a period it was! 
As my eye lights upon the back of the 
eleventh volume of my own edition 
and the eighth of the Cambridge edi- 
tion, and I read ‘*‘ HAMLET, Kine Lean, 
OrneELLo,” I am moved with a sense of 
admiration and wonder which, if allow 
it to continue, becomes almost oppres- 
sive; and I also tuke pleasure in the 
result of a convenience of arrangement 
that brought into one volume these 
three marvellous works—the three 
greatest productions of man’s imagin- 
ation, each wholly unlike the others in 
spirit and in motive. 

Although they were not written one 
after the other, but with an iuterval 
of about five years between them, it 
would be well to read them consecutive- 
ly and in the order above named, which 
is that in which they happen to be print- 
ed in the first collected edition (1623) of 
Shakespeare’s plays. They were writ- 
ten—‘‘ Hamlet ” in 1600-2, ‘‘ King 
Lear” in 1605, and ‘‘ Othello” about 
1610, its date being much more uncer- 
tain than that of either of the others, 
The thoughtful reader who, having fol- 
lowed the course previously marked 
out, now comes to the study of these 
tragedies, is prepared to apprehend 
them justly, not only in their own 
greatness, but in their relative position 























as the product of their author’s mind 
in its perfected and disciplined matur- 
ity—as the splendid triple crown of 
Shakespeare’s genius. No other dra- 
matist, no other poet, has given the 
world anything that can for a moment 
be taken into consideration as equal 
to these tragedies; and Shakespeare 
himself left us nothing equal to any 
one of them, taken as a whole and in 
detail; although there are some parts 
of other late plays—‘‘ Macbeth,” ‘*An- 
tony and Cleopatra,” ‘* Troilus and 
Cressida,” and ‘‘ The Tempest ”"— 
which, in their grandeur of imagin- 
ation and splendor of language, bear 
the stamp of this great period. 

And yet such was the merely stage- 
providing nature of Shakespeare’s 
work, that even ‘‘ Hamlet,” produced 
at the very height of his reputation, 
is, like the Second and Third Parts of 
‘* King Henry VI.,” which came from 
his ’prentice hand, connected in some 
way, we do not know exactly what, 
with a drama by an elder contempo- 
rary upon the same subject. There 
are traces in contemporary satirical 
literature of a ‘‘ Hamlet ” which had 
been performed as early as 1589, or 
possibly two years carlier. It is re- 
markable that in the first edition of 
Shakespeare’s ‘‘ Hamlet ” (1603) Polo- 
nius is called Corambis, and Reynaldo, 
Montano; in which latter names we 
may safely assume that we have relics 
of the old play; and, although I am 
sure that in this edition of 1603 we 
have merely a mutilated and patched- 
up version, surreptitiously obtained, 
and printed in headlong haste, of the 
perfected play (in which opinion I 
differ from some English scholars, 
whose learning and judgment I respect, 
but to whom I would hold myself ready 
to prove, under forfeit, to their satis- 
faction the correctness of my view); 
there are also in this mutilated 1603 
edition passages which not only are 
manifestly not what Shakespeare 
wrote, but not even a mutilated form 
of what he wrote. hey are probably 
taken from the older play to supply 
the place of passages of the new play 
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which could not be obtained in time 
for the hasty publication of this pi- 
rated edition of Shakespeare’s tragedy. 
Remark, here, in this hasty and sur- 
reptitious edition, evidence of the 
great impression suddenly made by 
Shakespeare’s ‘* Hamlet.” On its pro- 
duction it became at once so popular 
that a piratical publisher was at the 
trouble and expense of getting as much 
of the original as he could by unfair 
means, and vamping this up with in- 
ferior and older matter to meet the 
popular demand for reading copies. 
There is evidence of a like success of 
‘*King Lear.” Since the time when 
these plays were produced there has 
been, we are called upon to believe, a 
great elevation of general intelligence, 
and there surely has been a great dif- 
fusion of knowledge; and yet it may 
be safely remarked that ‘‘ Saratoga” 
and ‘* Pique ” and ‘‘ The Golden Age,” 
which ran their hundred nights and 
more, are not quite equal to ‘* Ham- 
let” or to ‘* King Lear,” which, even 
with all their success, did not run any- 
thing like a hundred nights; and we 
may as safely believe that if ‘‘ Hamlet ” 
or **King Lear” were produced for 
the first time this winter in New York 
or in London, there would not be such 
a great and sudden demand for copies 
that extraordinary means would be 
taken by publishers to supply it. 
This superiority of the general public 
taste in dramatic literature during the 
Elizabethan era is one of the remark- 
able phenomena in literary history ; 
and it is one that remains unaccounted 
for, and is, I think, altogether inex- 
plicable, except upon the assumption 
that theatres nowadays rely for their 
support upon a public of low intel- 
lectual grade, and a taste for gross 
luxury and material splendor. 

In reading ‘‘ Hamlet ” there is little 
opportunity of comparing it instruct- 
ively with any of its predecessors. Its 
principal personage is entirely unlike 
any other created by Shakespeare. 
The play is all Hamlet: the other per- 
sonages are mere occasions for his 
presence and means of his develop- 
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ment. But Polonius is something the 
same kind of man as old Capulet in 
‘“*Romeo and Juliet; and although 
there were opportunities enough for 
the noble Veronese father to utter sen- 
tentiously the knowledge of the world 
which he had gained by living in it, 
see how comparatively meagre and su- 
perficial his ‘‘wise saws” are com- 
pared with the counsel that Polonius 
gives to his son and to his daughter, 
and to the King and Queen; although 
Polonius, with all his sagacity, is gar- 
rulous and a bore; in Hamlet’s words, 
a tedious old fool. As to Hamlet’s 
character, Shakespeare did not mean 
it to be altogether admirable or other- 
wise, but simply to be Hamlet—a per- 
fectly natural and not very uncommon 
man, although he expresses natural 
and not uncommon feelings with the 
marvellous utterance of the great mas- 
ter of dramatic poetry. And Hamlet's 
character is not altogether admirable; 
but it is therefore none the less, but 
probably the more, deeply interesting. 
How closely packed the play is with 
profound truths of life philosophy is 
shown by the fact that it has contrib- 
uted not only very much more—four or 
five times more—than any other poem 
of similar length to the storehouse of 
adage and familiar phrase, but at least 
twice 2s much as any other of Shake- 
speare’s plays. I know two boys who, 
going to see the play for the first time, 
some years before the appearance of a 
like story in the newspapers, came 
home and did actually, in the inno- 
cence of their hearts, qualify the great 
admiration they expressed for it by add- 
ing, ‘“‘but how full it is of quota- 
tions.” In fact,about one-eighth of this 
long play has become so familiar to 
the world that it is in common use, and 
is recognized as the best expression 
known of the thoughts that it em- 
bodies. This, however, is not an ab- 
solute test of excellence, for it is re- 
markable that ‘‘ King Lear” is very 
much behind it, and also behind 
**Othello,” in this respect; and in- 
deed there are several plays, including 
** Macbeth,” ‘‘ Julius Cesar,” ‘* Hen- 
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ry IV.,” ‘‘ As You Like It,” and ‘‘ The 
Merchant of Venice,” which are richer 
than ‘King Lear” in passages fa- 
miliarly quoted; and yet as to the su- 
periority of ‘‘ King Lear” to the other 
plays I think there can be no doubt. 
It is the greatest tragedy, the greatest 
dramatic poem, the greatest book, 
ever written; so great is it, in fact, so 
vast in its style, so lofty in its ideal, 
that to those who have reflected upon 
it and justly apprehended it, it has be- 
come unplayable. As well attempt to 
score the music of the spheres, or to 
paint ‘‘the fat weed that roots itself 
in ease on Lethe wharf.” In ‘‘ King 
Lear” there is a personage who may 
be very instructively compared with 
others of the same kind by the student 
of Shakespeare’s mental development. 
This is the Fool. Shakespeare’s fools 
or clowns (such as those in ‘‘ Love’s 
Labor’s Lost” and in ‘‘ Hamlet ”’) 
are among the most remarkable evi- 
dences of his ability to make anything 
serve as the occasion and the mouth- 
piece of his wit and his wisdom. He 
did not make the character; he found 
it on the stage, and a favorite with a 
considerable part of the play-gocrs. 
It was, however, as he found it, a very 
coarse character, rude as well as gross 
in speech, and given to practical jok- 
ing. He relieved it of all the rude- 
ness, if not of all the grossness, and 
reformed the joking altogether; but 
he also filled the Fool’s jesting with 
sententious satire, and while preserv- 
ing the low-comedy style of the char- 
acter, brought it into keeping with a 
lofty and even a tragic view of life. 
In ‘‘King Lear” the Fool rises into 
heroic proportions, and becomes a sort 
of conscience, or second thought, to 
Lear. Compared even with Touch- 
stone he is very much more clevated, 
and shows not less than Hamlet, or 
than Lear himself, the grand devclop- 
ment of Shakespeare’s mind at this pe- 
riod of its maturity. In the represen- 
tation of Shakespeare’s plays there has 
been no greater affront to common 
sense than the usual presentation of 
this Fool upon the stage as a boy, ex- 
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cept the putting a pretty woman into 
the part, dressed in such a way as to 
captivate the eye and divert the at- 
tention by the beauty of her figure. 
It is disturbing enough to see Ariel, 
sexless, but, like the angels, rather 
masculine than feminine, represented 
by a woman dressed below the waist 
in an inverted gauze saucer, and above 
the waist in a perverted gauze no- 
thing; but to see Lear’s Fool thus un- 
bedecked is more amazing than Bot- 
tom’s brutal translation was to his 
fellow actors. This Fool is a man of 
middle age, one who has watched the 
world and grown sad over it. His 
jesting has a touch of heart-break in 
it which is prevented from’ becoming 
pathetic only by the cynicism which 
pertains partly to his personal charac- 
ter and partly to his office. He and 
Kent are about of an age—Kent, who 
when asked his age, as he comes 
back disguised to his old master, 
says, ‘‘ Not so young as to love a wo- 
man for her singing, nor so old as to 
dote on her for anything; I have 
years on my back forty-eight ”"—a 
speech which contains one of the finest 
of Shakespeare’s minor touches of 
worldly-wise character drawing. The 
German artist Retsch in his fine out- 
line illustrations of this play has con- 
ceived this Fool with fine appreciation 
of Shakespeare’s meaning. He makes 
him a mature man, with a wan face 
and a sad, eager eye. The misrepre- 
sentation of the character has its ori- 
gin in Lear’s calling the Fool ‘* boy ” 
—a term partly of endearment and 
partly of patronage, which has been 
so used in all countries and in all 
tines. A similar misunderstanding of 
a similar word fvo/, which Lear touch- 
ingly applies to Cordelia in the last 
scene—‘‘and my poor fool is hanged ” 
—caused the misapprehension until of 
late years* that Lear’s court Fool was 
hanged—although why Edmund’s crea- 
tures should have been at the trouble 
in the stress of their disaster to hang 
a Fool it would puzzle any one to tell. 

‘Othello’? bears throughout the 
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marks of the same maturity of intel- 
lect, and the same mastery of dramatic 
effect, that appear in ‘*‘ Hamlet ” and 
in ‘*King Lear”; but from the nature 
of its subject it is not so profoundly 
thoughtful as the others. It is a 
drama of action, which ** Hamlet” is 
not ina high degree; and although a 
grand example of the imaginative 
dramatic style, it has the distinction 
of being the most actable of all Shake- 
speare’s tragedies. It is difficult to 
conceive any age or any country in 
which ** Othello ” would not be an im- 
pressive and a welcome play to any in- 
telligent audience. Highly poctical 
in its treatment, it is intensely real in 
its interest; and it must continue so 
until there is a radical change in hu- 
man nature. 

In the first of these articles I pro- 
posed to analyze and compare the 
jealousy of Othello, Claudio, and Le- 
ontes; but I have abandoned the de- 
sign, partly because I find that it 
would require another article in itself, 
and partly because it would necessari- 
ly lead me into a psychological and 
physiological discussion which would 
hardly be in keeping with the purpose 
with which Iam now writing, which is 
merely to offer such guidance and such 
help as I can give to intelligent and 
somewhat inexperienced readers of 
Shakespeare. But I will remark that 
Othello’s jealousy is man’s jealousy (so 
called) raised to the most intense power 
by the race and the social position of the 
person who is its subject. The fecling 
in man and that in woman, called jea- 
lousy, are quite different in origin and in 
nature, although they have the same 
name. In woman the feeling arises from 
a supposed slight of her person, the 
sprete injuria forme of Virgil, to which 
he attributes Juno’s enmity to Troy; 
and however it may be sentimentally 
developed, it has this for its spring 
and its foundation. But a man, unless 
he is the weakest of all coxcombs, and 
unworthy to wear his beard, does not 
trouble himself because a woman ad- 
mires another man’s person more than 
his own. His feeling has its origin in 


the motherhood of woman, a re- 
cognition of which is latent in all so- 
cial arrangements touching the sex, 
and in all man’s feeling toward her. 
Man’s jealousy is a mingled feeling of 
resentment of personal disloyalty, and 
of grief at unchastity on the part of 
the woman that he loves. Man is 
jealous much in the same sense in 
which it is said, ‘‘The Lord thy God is 
a jealous God ”; which saying, indeed, 
is a consequence of the anthropomor- 
phic conception of the Deity, notwith- 
standing the exclusion from it of the 
idea of sex. But it is impossible to 
conceive of such a feeling as feminine 
jealousy being referred to in the pas- 
sage in the second commandiment. 
The ‘* jealousy ” of Othello and Leon- 
tes, and of Claudio, will be found on 
examination to be at bottom the same. 
In Claudio it is correct, gentlemanly, 
princely, and somewhat weak; in Le- 
ontes it is morbid, unreasonable, hard, 
and cruel; in Othello it is perfectly 
pure in its quality, and has in it quite 
as much of tenderness and grief as of 
wrath and indignation; and it rages 
with all the fierceness of his half-sav- 
age nature. The passion in him be- 
comes heroic, colossal; but it is per- 
fect in its nature and in its proportions, 
and from the point to which he has 
been brought by Iago, perfectly justi- 
tiable. Hence it is that it is so re- 
spected by women. Nothing was 
more remarkable at Salvini’s admirable 
performance of Othello than the ac- 
quiescence of all his female auditors in 
the fate of Desdemona. They were 
sorry for the poor girl, to be sure; 
but they seemed to think that Desde- 
monas were made to be the victims 
of Othellos, and that a man who could 
love in that fashion and be jealous in 
that style of exalted fury was rather 
to be pitied and admired when he 
smothered a woman on a misunder- 
standing. She should not have teased 
him so to take back Cassio; and what 
could she have expected when she was 
so careless about the handkerchief and 
told such lies about it! It is some- 
what unpleasant to be smothered, to 
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be sure, but all the same she ought to 
be content and happy to be the object 
of such love and the occasion of such 
jealousy. They mourned far more 
over his fate than over hers. This 
representation of manly jealousy, so 
elemental and simple, and yet so stu- 
pendous, is one of Shakespeare’s mas- 
terpicces, [mean not merely in its ver- 
bal expression, but in its characteristic 
conception of the masculine form of 
the passion. Compare it with the 
jealousy of any of his women—of Ad- 
riana, of Julia, of Cleopatra, of Imo- 
gen, of Regan—and sce how different 
it is in kiad: I will not say in degree; 
for Shakespeare has not exhibited wo- 
man as highly deformed by this pas- 
sion; that he left for inferior dramat- 
ists, with whom it is a favorite subject. 

In two of these tragedies we have 
Shakespeare’s most elaborate and, so 
to speak, admirable representations of 
villany: Edmund in ‘‘King Lear” 
and Iago in ‘‘Othello.” These vile 
creations cannot, however, be justly 
regarded as the fruit of a lower view 
of human nature consequent upon a 
longer acquaintance with it. They 
were merely required by the exigen- 
cies of his plots; and being required, 
he made them as it was in him to do, 
For in nothing is his superiority more 
greatly manifested than in the fact 
that monsters of bascness, or even 
thoroughly base men, figure so rarely 
among his dramatis persone. They are 
common with inicrior dramatists and 
writers of prose fiction, whose ruder 
hands need them as convenient mo- 
tive powers and as vehicles of the ex- 
pression of a lower view of human na- 
ture. Not so with him. He has 
weak and erring men—men who are 
niisled by their passions, ambition, re- 
venge, sclfish lust, or what not; but 
Iago, Edmund, and the Duke in 
‘* Measure for Measure ” are almost all 
his characters of their kind. In 
‘Richard III.” he merely painted a 
highly colored historical portrait; and 
Parolles, in ‘‘All’s Well that Ends 
Well,” and Iachimo, in ‘‘ Cymbeline,” 
do rise to the digni 


not dignity of even 
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third-rate personages. Iago, it need 
hardly be said, is the most perfect of 
all his creatures in this kind, and in- 
deed he is the most admirably detest- 
able and infamous character in all lit- 
erature. Edmund is equally base and 
cruel; but compared with Iago he is a 
coarse, low, brutal, and rabid animal. 
In Iago all the craft and venom of 
which the human soul is capable is 
united with an intellectual subtlety 
which seems to reach the limit of im- 
agination or conception. There are 
some who see in the making the bas- 
tard son in ‘‘ Lear” the monster of in- 
gratitude and villany and the legiti- 
mate a model of all the manly and 
filial virtues an evidence of Shake- 
speare’s judgment and discrimination. 
But this is one of those fond and over- 
subtle misapprehensions from which 
Shakespeare has suffered in not a few 
instances, even at the hands of critics 
of reputation. It suited Shakespeare's 
plot that the villain should be the bas- 
tard; that is all; and Lear’s legitimate 
daughters Goneril and Regan are as 
base, as bad, and as cruelly ungrate- 
ful as Gloucester’s illegitimate son. 
Shakespeare knew human nature too 
well, and handled it with too just and 
impartial a hand, to let the question 
of legitimacy influence him in one 
way or the other. In ‘‘King John” 
we have, on the coatrary, the mean- 
souled Robert Faulconbridge and his 
gallant and chivalrous bastard brother 
Philip. 

About the same time, or if not in 
the same time, perhaps in the same 
year which saw the production of 
‘*King Lear,” ‘* Macbeth” was writ- 
ten. But its date is not certain with- 
in four or five years. It was surely 
written before 1610, in which year a 
contemporary diary records its per- 
formance on the 20th of April. The 
Cambridge editors, in their annotated 
edition of this play, in the ‘‘ Clarendon 
Press” series, prefer the later date; 
but notwithstanding my great respect 
for their judgment, I hold to my con- 
clusion for the earlier, for the reasons 
given in my own edition. The ques- 


tion has not in itself much pertinence 
to our present purpose, as there is no 
doubt that the tragedy was produced 
in this period, and its general style, 
both of thought and versification, is 
that of Shakespeare in its fullest de- 
velopment and vigor. But with the 
question of date there is involved an- 
other of great interest to the thought- 
ful reader—that of mixed authorship. 
In the introductory essay to my edi- 
tion of this play (published in 1861) 
attention was directed to the internal 
evidence that it was hastily written 
and left unfinished.* Subsequent ed- 
itors and critics, notably the Cam- 
bridge editors and the Rev. F. G. 
Fleay, in his ‘‘ Shakespearian Manual,” 
starting from this view, have gone so 
fur as to say that ‘* Macbeth,” as we 
have it, is not all Shakespeare’s, but in 
part the work of Thomas Middleton, a 
second or third-rate playwright con- 


* For the convenience of readers to whom my 
edition is not accessible I quote the following 
passage : 

“Tam more inclined to this opinion from the 
indications which the play itself affords that 1t 
was produced upon an emergency. It exhibits 
throughout the hasty execution of a grand and 
clearly conceived design. But the haste is that 
of a master of his art, who, with conscious com- 
mand of its resources, and in the frenzy of a 
grand inspiration, works out his conception to its 
minutest detail of essential form, leaving the work 
of surface finish for the occupation of cooler lei- 
sure. What the Sistine Madonna was to Raphael, 
it seems that ‘Macbeth’ was to Shakespeare—a 
magnificent impromptu ; that kind of impromptu 
which results from the application of well-dis- 
ciplined powers and rich stores of thought toa 
subject suggested by occasion. I am inclined to 
regard ‘Macbeth’ as, for the most part, a speci- 
men of Shakespeare's uneiaborated, if not unfin- 
ished, writing, in the maturity and highest vital- 
ity of his genius. It abounds in instances of 
extremest compression and most daring ellipsis; 
while it exhibits in every scene a union of su- 
preme dramatic and poetic power, and in almost 
every line an imperially irresponsible control of 
language. Hence, I think, its lack of formal 
completeness of versification in certain passages, 
and also of the imperfection in its text,the thought 
in which the compositors were not always able to 
followand apprehend. The only authority forthe 
text of ‘Macbeth’ is the folio of 1623, the ap- 
parent corruptions of which must be restored 
with a more than usually cautious hand, With- 
out being multitudinous or confusing, they are 
sufficiently numerous and important to test 
severely the patience, acumen, and judgment of 
any editor."—“ The Works of William Shake 
speare.” Vol. X., P. 424. 
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temporary with Shakespeare, who 
wrote a play, called ‘‘The Witch,” 
which is plainly an imitation of the 
supernatural scenes in this tragedy. 
The Cambridge editors believe that 
Middleton was permitted to supply 
certain scenes at the time of the writ- 
ing of Macbeth: Mr. Fleay, that Mid- 
dleton cut down and patched up 
Shakespeare’s perfected work, adding 
much inferior matter of his own, and 
that he did this being engaged to alter 
the play for stage purposes. The lat- 
ter opinion I must reject, notwith- 
standing Mr. Fleay’s minute, elabo- 
rate, and often specious argument; 
but the opinion of the Cambridge ed- 
itors seems to me to a certain extent 
sound. I cannot, however, go to the 
length which they do in rejecting 
parts of this play as not being Shake- 
speare’s work. This study of Shake- 
speare’s style and of what is not his 
work at a certain period of his life be- 
ing directly to our purpose, let us ex- 
amine the tragedy for traces of his 
hand and of another. 

And first let the reader turn to 
Scene 5 of Act III., which consists al- 
most entirely of a long speech by He- 
cate, beginning: 

Have I not reason, beldames as you are, 

Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare 

To trade and traflic with Macbeth 

In riddles and affairs of death : 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of all harms, 


Was never called to bear my part, 
Or show the glory of our art ? 


This speech is surely not of Shake- 
speare’s writing. Its being in octo- 
syllabic rhyme is not against it, how- 
ever; although he abandoned rhyme al- 
most altogether at or before this period. 
The fact of the business of the scene 
being supernatural would account 
for its form. But it is mere rhyme; 
little more than an unmeaning jin- 
gle of verses. Any journeyman at 
versemaking would write such stuff. 
Read the speech through, and then 
think of the writer of ‘‘ Hamlet,” and 
**Lear,” and ‘‘ Othello,” producing 
such a weak wash of words at the 
same time when he was writing those 


[JANUARY, 


tragedies, And even turn back and 
compare it with the rhyming speeches 
of his other supernatural personages, 
of Puck and Titana and Oberon in ‘‘A 
Midsummer Night’s Dream,” which he 
wrote at least ten or twelve years 
earlier, and you will see that it is not 
only so inferior, but so unlike his un- 
doubted work that it must be rejected. 
Turn next to Scene 3 of Act IIL., and 
read the speeches of the Porter. Long 
ago Coleridge said of these, ‘‘ This 
low soliloquy of the Porter and his few 
speeches afterward I believe to have 
been written for the mob by some 
other hand.” That they were written 
for the mob is nothing against them 
as Shakespeare’s, Shakespeare wrote 
for the mob. He made a point of put- 
ting in something for the groundlings * 
in every play that he wrote. But with 
what a mighty hand he did it! so that 
those who have since then sat in the 
highest seats in the world’s theatre 
have laughed, and pondered as they 
laughed. ‘‘Lear” is notably free 
from this element; but even in the 
philosophical ‘‘ Hamlet” we have the 
much elaborated scene of the Grave- 
diggers, which was written only to 
please Coleridge’s ‘‘mob.”+ But let 
the reader now compare these Porter's 
speeches in ‘‘ Macbeth ” with those of 
the Gravediggers in ‘* Hamlet,” and 
if he is one who can hope to appre- 
ciate Shakespeare at all, he will at 
this stage of his study see at once that 
although both are low-comedy, tech- 
nically speaking, the former are low- 
lived, mean, thoughtless, without any 
other significance than that of the sur- 
face meaning of the poor, gross lan- 
guage in Which they are written; while 


* So called because they stood on the ground. 
The pit was then a real pit, and its floor was the 
bare earth. There were no benches. It was so 
in the French theatre until a much later period. 
Hence the French name parterre for the pit—par 
terre, upon the ground. The name parquet, which 
is given to that part of a theatre in America, is 
not French, and is no word at all, but a miserable 
affected nonentity of sound. 

+ The reader who cares to do so will find 
something upon this point in my essay on Shake- 
speare’s genius, “Life and Genius of Shake- 
speare,”’ pp. 250, 281. 
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the latter, although far more laughable 
even to the most uncultivated hearer, 
are pregnant with thought and sug- 
gestion. There can be no question 
that these speeches in ‘* Macbeth ” 
were written by some other hand than 
Shakespeare’s. 

Having now satisfied ourselves that 
some part of ‘‘ Macbeth ” is not Shake- 
speare’s (and I began with those so 
manifestly spurious passages to estab- 
lish that point clearly and easily in 
the reader's apprehension), we are in a 
proper mood of mind to consider the 
objections that have been made by the 
Cambridge editors to other parts of 
the tragedy. The whole second scene 
of Act I. is regarded as spurious be- 
cause of ‘‘ slovenly metre,” too slovenly 
for him even when he is most careless; 
‘bombastic phraseology,” too bom- 
bastic for him even when he is most 
so; also because he had too much good 
sense to send a severely wounded sol- 
dicr with the news of a victory. I 
cannot reject this scene for these rea- 
sons. The question of metre and style 
is one of judgment; and the one secms 
to me not more irregular and careless, 
and the other not more tumid, than 
Shakespeare is in passages undoubt- 
edly of his writing; while there is a 
certain flavor of language in the scene 
and a certain roll of the words upon 
the tongue which are his peculiar 
traits and tricks of style. The point 
as to the wounded soldier seems to me 


a manifest misapprehension. He is 
not sent asa messenger. Nothing in 


v 


the text or in the stage directions of 
the original edition gives even color 
to such an opinion. The first two 
scenes of this act prepare one’s mind 
for the tragedy and lay out its action; 
and they do so, as far as design is con- 
cerned, with great skill. The first 
short scene announces the supernatural 
character of the agencies at work; the 
next tells us of the personages who 
are to figure in the action and the po- 
sition in which they are placed. In 
the second scene King Duncan and his 
suite, marching toward the scene of 
conflict, and so near it that they are 
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within ear-shot, if not arrow-shot, 
mect a wounded officer. He is not sent 
tothem. He is merely retiring from 
the field severely wounded—so severely 
that he cannot remain long uncared 
for. The stage direction of the folio 
is ** Alarum within,” which means (as 
will be found by examining other 
plays) that the sound of drums, trum- 
pets, and the conflict of arms is heard. 
Then, ‘* Enter King, etc., etc., meeting 
a bleeding Captaine.” The King,then, 
does not greet or regard him as a mes- 
senger, but exclaims, ‘‘ What bloody 
man is that?” and adds, ** He can re- 
port, as seemeth by his plight, the con- 
dition of the revolt.” Plainly this is 
no messenger, but a mere wounded 
officer who leaves the field because, as 
he says, his *‘ gashes ery for help.” 

In Act IV., Sc. 1, this speech of the 
First Witch after the ‘‘ Show of Eight 
Kings,” is plainly not Shakespeare’s: 

Ay, sir, all this is so; but why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 
And show the best of our delights. 
I'll charm the air to give a sound, 
While you perform your antic round, 
That this great king may kindly say 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

This is condemned by the Cam- 
bridge editors, and I agree entirely 
with them. Moreover it seems to be 
manifestly from the same hand as 
Hecate’s speech (Act III., Sc. 5), pre- 
viously referred to. The style shows 
this, and the motive is the same—the 
introduction of fairy business, dancing 
and singing, which have nothing to 
do with the action of the tragedy, and 
are quite foreign to the supernatural 
motive of it as indicated in the witch 
scenes which have the mark of Shake- 
speare’s hand. 

In Act IV., Se. 8, the passage in re- 
gard to touching for the King’s Evil, 
from ‘*Enter a Doctor” to ‘full of 
grace,” was, we may be pretty sure, an 
interpolation previous to a representa- 
tion at court, as the Cambridge edit- 
ors suggest, and it is probably not 
Shakespeare's; but I would not under- 
take to say so positively. The same 
editors say they ‘‘ have doubts about 








_ 50 are ‘‘ singularly weak.” 
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the second scene of Act ¥.” I notice 
this not merely to express my surprise 
at it, but to let the reader see how 
difficult it is to arrive at a general con- 
sent upon such points which are mere- 
ly matters of judgment. To me this 
scene is unmistakably Shakespeare’s. 
Who else could have written this pas- 
sage, not only for its excellence but 
for its peculiarity ¢ 

Caithness.—Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies: 
Some say he’s mad; others, that lesser hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury; but for certain 

He cannot buckle his distempered cause 

Within the belt of rule. 

Anqgus.— Now does he feel 

TTis secret murders sticking on his hands ; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach; 
Those he commands move only in command, 
Nothing in love; now does he fee! his title 

Hangq loose about him like a giant's robe 

Upon a dwarfish thief. 

I am sure that I should have sus- 
pected those lines to be Shakespeare's 
if I had first met them without a name, 
in a nameless book. Still more sur- 
prising is it to me to find these editors 
saying that in Act V., Sc. 5, lines 47- 
Here they 
are: 

If this which he avonches does appear, 

There is no flying hence or tarrying here. 

I ‘gin to be a-weary of the sun, 

And wish the estate of the world were now un- 
done. 

The first two have no particular char- 

acter, nor need they have any, as they 

merely introduce the last two, which 

contain an utterance of blank despair 

and desolation which seems to me 

more expressive than any other that I 

ever read. 

The last passage of the play, that 
after line 34, when Macbeth and Mac- 
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duff go off fighting, and Macbeth is 
killed, are probably, as the Cambridge 
editors suggest, by another hand than 
Shakespeare’s. Their tameness and 
their constrained rhythm are not Shake- 
spearian work, particularly at this pe- 
riod of his life, and in the writing of 
such a scene. ‘*Nor would he,” as 
the Cambridge editors say, ‘‘ have 
drawn away the veil which with his 
fine tact he had dropped over her 
[Lady Macbeth’s] fate by telling us 
that she had taken of her life ‘ by self, 
and violent hands.’ ” 

The person who wrote these un- 
Shakespearian passages was prob- 
ably Middleton. Shakespeare, writ- 
ing the tragedy in haste for an occa- 
sion, received a little help, according 
to the fashion of the time, from an- 
other playwright; and the latter hav- 
ing imitated the supernatural poets of 
this play in one of his own, the play- 
ers or managers afterward introduced 
from that play songs by him—‘‘ Music 
and a song, Come away, come away,” 
Act IIT., Sc. 5, and ‘* Music and a song, 
Black spirits,” ete., Act IV., Sc. 1. 
This was done to please the inferior 
part of the audience. These songs 
and all this sort of operatic incantation 
are entirely foreign to the supernatural 
motive of the tragedy as Shakespeare 
conceived it. And I will here remark 
that the usual performance of ‘‘ Mac- 
beth” with ‘‘a chorus” and ‘‘all 
Locke's music ” is a revolting absurd- 
ity. 

My next paper will close this se- 
ries with an examination of some of 
Shakespeare’s least known dramas, 

Ricuarp Grant White. 
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A LOVE STORY IN TWO CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER I. 
yee village of Salmon Falls, in 
7 eastern New England, consists 
of a number of mills and factories, the 
railroad station, a store or two, and 
two hundred dwellings. Among these 
is the Denny mansion at the top of 
the hill, where the road climbs up 
from the station and the river. It is 
a large square house in the old colo- 
nial fashion, with two wings at the 
rear and a garden in front. 

It was a warm July morning when 
Mr. John Denny, mill owner and pro- 
prietor of the homestead, had his 
chair rolled out to the porch, and with 
some assistance from the servants, 
reached it on his crutch and sat down 
in the shadow of the great house and 
out of the glare of the hot sun. The 
vine-covered porch and the wide pi- 
azza opened directly upon the garden 
and gave a full view of the road, 
Beyond there was an outlook over the 
open ficlds, the mills, the stream, 
and the village in the valley. By the 
road there was a stone wall and a 
wicker gate opening upon the grassy 
sidewalk outside. A table had been 
laid with a white cloth in the porch, 
and Mr. Denny sat by it and waited 
for the coming of his daughter and 
breakfast. While he sat thus he 
turned over a number of papers, and 
then, after a while, he began to talk 
to himself somewhat in this wise: 

‘“*Expease! expense! expense ! 
There seems no end to it. Bills com- 
ing in every day, and every one larger 
than was expected. In my young 
days we built a shop and knew to a 
dollar what it would cost. Now the 
estimates are invariably short. The 
batting mill has already gone a thou- 
sand doilars beyond the estimates, 
and the roof is but just put on. 
Even the new chimney cost four dol- 


lars a foot more than was expected. 
Thank Heaven, it is done, and that 
expense is over. Could I walk, I 
might look after things and keep 
them within bounds. With my crush- 
ed foot 1 sit a prisoner at home, and 
must leave all to Lawrence. It is for- 
tunate that I have one man I can trust 
with my affairs.” 

Just here Alma, his only child, a 
bright and wholesome girl of nine- 
teen, appeared from the house. Fair- 
ly educated, sensible, and affectionate, 
but perhaps a trifle inexperienced by 
reason of her residence in this quiet 
place, she is at once the pride and the 
light of the house. 

‘*Good morning, father. 
well this happy summer’s day ?’ 

The old gentleman kissed her fond- 
ly, and asked did she pass a quict 
night. 

‘Oh, yes. I didn’t sleep much, 
that is all—for thinking.”’ 

‘*Thinking of what ?” 

‘“*The expected guest. To-day is 
the 9th of July, and cousin Elmer 
comes.” 


Are you 


’ 


‘*Ah, yes—Elmer Franklin. I had 
almost forgotten him.” 
** How does he look, father? Is his 


hair dark, or has he blue eyes? I 
hardly know which I like best.” 

‘*T do not remember. I’ve not seen 
the boy since he was a mere child, 
years He has been at school 
since,’ 

‘‘He must be a man now. He is 
past twenty-one, and, as for school, 
why, it’s the Scientific School, and I'm 
sure men go to that.” 

‘*You seem greatly interested in 
this unknown relative, Alma.”’ 

‘*He is to be our guest, father—for 
a whole month. Come! Wili you 
have breakfast out here in the porch?” 

‘* Yes, dear. It is quite comfortable 


ago. 
’ 
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moving.” 

Thereupon Alma entered the house 
in search of the breakfast, and a mo- 
ment after Mr. Lawrence Belford en- 
tered the garden at the street gate. 
The son of an old friend of Mr. Den- 
ny’s lamented wife, Mr. Belford had 
been admitted to the house some 
months since as confidential clerk and 
business man. He was a rather com- 
monplace person, about thirty years 
of age, and his education and manners 
were good if not remarkable. During 
his residence with the Dennys he had 
found time to fall in love with Alma, 
and they had been engaged—and 
with Mr. Denny’s consent. 

‘*Good morning, Lawrence. 
just in time for breakfast.” 

‘Good morning, sir. Thank you, 
no. I have been to breakfast. I am 
just up from the station.” 

‘*Seen anything of the railroad 


You're 


coach? The train is in, and it is time 
for the coach to pass. Our guest may 
be in it.” 


‘*No, sir, but I saw the express 
coming up the hill with an extra large 
load of baggage.” 

Just here Alma returned from the 
house bearing a large tray of plates 
and breakfast things. The young 
people greet each other pleasantly, 
and Alma proceeds to lay the table. 

‘* Now for breakfast, father. Every- 
thing waits upon a good appetite. 
Will you not join us, Lawrence ¢” 

Mr. Belford replies that he has been 
to breakfast. Mr. Denny takes a cup 
of coffee, and while sipping it re- 
marks: 

‘“*How many more window-frames 
shall you require for the new mill, 
Lawrence ¢” 

‘*Ten more, sir. There is only a 
part of the fourth story unfinished.” 

‘“*Alma, dear, do you remember 
how high we decided the new chimney 
was to be? Yes, thank you, only two 
lumps of sugar. Thank you. You 
remember we were talking about it 
when the Lawsons were here.” 


**Don’t ask me. Ask Lawrence. I 
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here, and it will save the trouble of 
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never can remember anything about 
such matters.” ‘ 

Just at that moment the express 
pulled up at the gate, and there was a 
knock. Alma rose hastily, and said: 

‘Oh! That must be Elmer.” 

She opened the gate, and young 
Mr. Elmer Franklin of New York en- 
tered. A man to respect: an open, 
manly face, clear blue eyes, and a 
wiry, compact, and vigorous frame. 
A man with a sound mind in a sound 
body. He was dressed in a gray trav- 
elling suit, and had a_ knapsack 
strapped to his back; in his hand a 
stout stick looking as if just cut from 
the roadside, and at his side a field 
glass in a leather case. Immediately 
behind him came a man bending un- 
der the load of an immense trunk. 
Alma smiled her best, and the young 
stranger bowed gallantly. 

‘*Mr. Denny, I presume ?” 

‘* Welcome, cousin Franklin,” said 
Mr. Denny from his chair. ‘'I knew 
you at once, though it is years since 
any members of our families have 
met. Pardon me if I do not rise. 
I’m an old man, and confined to my 
chair.” 

Mr. Franklin offered his hand and 
said politely: 

‘*Thank you, sir, for your kind re- 
ception. Iam greatly pleased to—— 
Hullo! Look out there, boys! That 
baggage is precious and fragile. 

Another man appeared, and the two 
brought in trunks and boxes, bundles 
and parcels, till there was quite a large 
heap of baggage piled up on the grass, 
Alma and Lawrence were properly 
amazed at this array of things porta- 
ble, and Mr. Denny laid aside the 
breakfast things to look at the rather 
remarkable display. 

The young man seemed to think 
apologies essential. 

‘“*T do not wonder that you, are 
alarmed. Ido not often take such a 
load of traps. I wrote you that my 
visit would be one of study and scien- 
tific investigation, and I was obliged 
to bring my philosophical apparatus 
and books with me.” 


, 


” 
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“It is indeed a wonderful train of 
luggage fora man. One would have 
thought you intended to bring a wife.” 

Then Mr. Denny bethought him of 
his duty, and he introduced his newly 
found relative to his daughter and to 
Mr. Lawrence Belford, and then bade 
him draw up to the table for breal:fast. 
The young man made the motions 
suitable for such an occasion, and then 
he turned to pay his expressman. 
This trifling incident deserves record 
as happily illustrating the young man’s 
noble character. 

‘*Thank you, sir. Breakfast will 
be a cheerful episode. I’ve a glorious 
appetite, for I walked up from the sta- 
tion.” 

‘““There’s a coach, Mr. Franklin, 
and it passes our door.” 

**I knew that, sir, but I preferred 
to walk and see the country. Fine 
section of conglomerate you have in 
the road cutting just above the sta- 
tion.” 

‘““Eh! What were you saying?” 

**T said that I observed an interest- 
ing section of conglomerate—water- 
worn pebbles, I should say—mingled 
with quartz sand, on the roadside. I 
must have a run down there and a bet- 
ter look at it after breakfast.” 

Mr. Denny was somewhat over- 
whelmed at this, and said doubtfully, 

‘*Ah, yes, I remember—yes, ex- 
actly.” 

‘“*Are you interested in 
Miss Denny ?” 

Alma was rather confused, and 
tried hard to find the lump of sugar 
that had melted away in her cofice, 
and said bricfly, 

‘*No. I didn’t know that we had 
any in this part of the country.” 

Mr. Belford here felt called upon to 
say: 

‘*My dear Alma, you forget your- 
self.” 

‘*“Why will you take me up so 
sharply, Lawrence? I meant to say 


geology, 


that I didn’t know we had any quartz 
conglomerate hereabouts.” 

Mr. Franklin smiled pleasantly, and 
remarked to himself: 
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“My dearAlma! That’s significant. 
Wonder if he’s spooney on her?” 

Then he said aloud: 

‘““The pursuit of science demands 
good dinners. Pardon me if I take 
some more coffee.” 

‘* Yes, do—and these rolls. I made 
them myself—expressly for you.” 

‘* Thank you for both rolls and com- 
pliment.” 

Mr. Lawrence took up some of the 
papers from the table and began to 
read them, and the others went on 
with their breakfast. Presently Mr. 
Denny said: 

‘*T presume, Mr. Franklin, that you 
are greatly interested in your school 
studies ?” 

‘*Yes, sir. The pursuit of pure 
science is one of the most noble em- 
ployments that can tax the cultivated 
intellect.” 

‘But you must confess that it is 
not very practical.” 

Before the young man could reply 
Alma spoke: 

‘*Oh! cousin Elmer—I mean Mr. 
Franklin—excuse You haven't 
taken off your knapsack.” 

Taking it off and throwing it be- 
hind him on the ground, he said: 

‘*Tt's only my clothes.” 

** Clothes!” said Mr. Denny. ‘‘Then 
what is in the trunks?” 

‘*My theodolite, cameras, chains, 
levels, telescopes, retorts, and no end 
of scientific traps.” 

Alma, quite pleased; 

‘* How interesting. Won't you open 
one of the trunks and lect us sce some 
of the things ?” 

‘* With the greatest pleasure; but 
perhaps I'd betier take them to my 
room first.” 

‘Anything you like, Elmer—Mr. 
Franklin, I mean. Our house is your 
home.” 

Lawrence Belford here frowned and 
looked in an unpleasant manner for a 
moment at the young stranger, who 
felt rather uncomfortable, though he 
could scarcely say why. With appa- 
rent indifference he drew out a small 
brass sounder, such as is used in tele- 
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graph offices, and began snapping it 
in his fingers. 

In his mind he said: 

‘* Wonder if any of them are famil- 
iar with the great dot and line alpla- 
bet !” 

Alma heard the sounder and said 
eagerly: 

‘““Oh! cou—Mr. Franklin, what is 
that ?” 

‘*It is a pocket sounder, 
know the alphabet ?” 

‘*T should hope so.” 

“T beg pardon. I meant Morse’s.” 

** Morse’s ?” 

‘* Yes, Morse’s alphabet.” 

‘*No. You must teach it to me.” 

Thereupon he moved the sounder 
slowly, giving a letter at a time, and 
saying: 


Do you 


“A-—L-—--M——A-—. 
That’s your name. Queer sound, isn’t 
it?” 

‘*Let metry. Perhaps I couid do 
it.” 


‘“*My dear Alma, your father is 
waiting. You had best remove the 
things.” ‘ 

‘* Yes, Lawrence. I'll call Mary.” 

The maid soon appeared, and the 
breakfast things were removed. Then 
Mr. Denny drew Mr. Franklin’s atten- 
tion to the new factory chimney that 
stood in plain sight from where they 
sat. 

The young man promptly drew out 
his field glass, and, mounting one of 
the steps of the porch, took a long 
look at the new shaft. 

‘* Not quite plumb, is it?” 

‘Not plumb! What do you mean?” 

‘*It is impossible,” said Mr. Belford 
with some warmth. 

“It looks so,” said the young man 
with the glass still up at his eyes. 

‘“*T tell you it is impossible, sir. I 
built it myself, and I ought to know.” 

“Oh! Beg pardon. You can take 
the glass and sce for yourself.” 

“‘T need no glass. I took the stage 
down only yesterday, and I ought 
to know.” 

‘* Allow me to take your glass, cou- 
sin Franklin,” said Mr. Denny. He 
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took the glass, but quickly laid it 
down with a sigh. 

‘* My eyes are old and weak, and the 
glass does not suit them. I am very 
sorry to hear what you say. I would 
not have one of my chimneys out of 
line for the world.” 

“*T am sorry I said anything about © 
it, sir. I did not know the chimney be- 
longed to you.” 

Alma was apparently distressed at 
the turn the conversation had taken, 
and tried to lead it to other matters, 
but the old gentleman’s mind was dis- 
turbed, and he returned to the chim- 
ney. 

**T designed it to be the tallest and 
finest chimney I ever erected, and I 
hope it is all correct.” 

“sit sir,” said Mr. Belford. 
‘*Everything is correct to the very 
capstones.” 

“Tt is my tallest chimney, Mr. 
Franklin—cighty-one feet and six 
inches; and that is two feet taller than 
any chimney in the whole Salmon 
Falls valley.” 

Mr. Franklin, in an innocent spirit of 
scientific inquiry, put his glass to his 
eyes and examined the chimney again. 
Alma began to feel ill at ease, and 
Lawrence Belford indulged in a mut- 
tered curse under his black moustache. 

‘*Kighty-one feet and six inches— 
the tallest chimney in the valley.” 

No one seemed to heed the old gen- 
tleman’s remark, and presently Mr. 
Franklin laid his field glass on the 
table, and taking out his brass sounder, 
he idly moved it as if absently think- 
ing of something. 

Alma suddenly looked up with a 
little blush and a smile. Ler eyes 
seemed to say to him: 

‘*T heard you call? What is it ?” 

He nodded pleasantly, and said, 
‘* Would you like to see some of my 
traps ?” 

**Oh, 
trunks.” 

Mr. Franklin took out a bunch of 
keys and went to one of the trunks. 
As he did so he said to himself: 

**Deuced bright girl! She learned 


is, 


yes. Do onen one of your 
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my call in a flash. I must teach her 
the whole alphabet, and then will have 
some tall fun and circumvent that fool 
of a clerk.” 

This remark was applied to Mr. Bel- 
ford, and was eminent for its touching 
truth. 

While the young people were open- 
ing the trunk, Mr. Denny and Mr. 
Belford were engaged in examining the 
business papers spread on the table, 
and for several minutes they paid no 
attention to things done and said al- 
most under their eyes. 

Such a very strange trunk. Instead 
of clothing, it contained the most sin- 
gular assortment of scientific instru- 
ments. Each was carefully secured so 
that no rude handling would harm it, 
and all shining and glistening bril- 
liantly as if kept with the most ex- 
quisite care. Mr. Franklin unfasten d 
a small brass telescope, mounted upon 
a stand, with a compass, levels, plumb 
line, and weight attached. 

‘**That’s my theodolite, There’s a 
tripod in one of my boxes. I'll get it 
and mount it, and we'll have a shot at 
the chimney. 

‘What do you mean?” 

“Oh, nothing! I'm going to mea- 
sure it. Wouldn’t you like to help 
me?” 

** With all my heart. Tell me what 
to do.” 

‘* Presently. Wait till I've screwed 
things together; then I'll tell you what 
to do. Oh! By the way, I must tell 
you an amusing episode that happened 
at the railroad station while I was 
waiting for my luggage. There was 
a young man sending off a message at 
the little telegraph station, and I over- 
heard the message and the comments 
of the operator.” 

Alma didn't appear to enjoy this in- 
cident. 

‘*Not listening intentionally, you 
know. It was the telegraph I heard, 
not the people.” 

Alma felt better. 

**It was all by mere sounds, and it 
ran this way: ‘The old fool is here 
again.’ That's what she said—the op- 
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erator, I mean. ‘To Isaac Abrams, 
1,607 Barclay street, New York. I 
have secured the will. Foreclose the 
mortgage and realize at once. Get 
two state rooms for the 25th.—L. B.’ 
That was the message, and it was so 
very strange I wrote it out in my 
Oh ! Beg pardon, Miss Denny. 

you ill ¢” 

Alma’s face had assumed a sudden 
pallor, and she seemed frightened and 
ill at ease, 

“Tis nothing—really nothing! I 
shall be better presently.” 

Then, as if anxious to change the 
conversation, she began to ask rapid 
questions about the theodolite and its 
“uses. 

Mr. Franklin was too well bred to 
notice anything, but he confessed to 
himself that he had said something 
awkward, and, for the life of him, he 
could not imagine what it might be. 
He replied briefly, and then went on 
with his prepurations for some time in 
silence, Alma meanwhile looking on 
with the greatest interest. The theo- 
dolite having been put together, Mr. 
Franklin opened another box and took 
out a wooden tripod, such as are used 
to support such instruments. He also 
took out a fine steel ribbon, or measur- 
ing tape, neatly wound up on a reel. 

‘* You shall carry that, Miss Denny, 
and I'll shoulder the theodolite.” 

‘* Wait till I get my hat and the sun 
umbrella.” 

‘*To be sure; it will be warm in the 
fields.” 

Alma was soon arrayed in a dainty 
chip. At least she called it a chip, 
and the historian can do naught but 
repeat her language. Besides this, it 
was not bigger than a chip, and it 
looked very pretty tied under her 
chin. Over her head she carried its 
real protection, an immense Japanese 
paper umbrella, light, airy, and gen- 





Are 


erous. 

‘*Where are you going, 
said Mr. Denny. 

‘‘Oh ! only to the ficlds for a little 
walk. We'll be back presently.” 

The confidential clerk thought it 


Alma?” 
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strange that the daughter of the house 
should be so free with the stranger. 
But the young people were distant 
cousins, and it wouldn’t have been po- 
lite in him to have objected to the lit- 
tle walk. 

So the two, under the friendly shade 
of the big paper umbrella, went out to 
see the new chimney, while Mr. Den- 
ny and the confidential clerk staid be- 
hind to talk business, 

The new chimney stood at the south- 
east corner of the great four-story mill, 
and close beside the little brick en- 
gine house. Alma led the youthful 
son of science out of the gate, down the 
road a few rods, and then they passed 
a stile, and took the winding path 
that straggled over the pastures to the 
mill. 

Of course they talked volubly. 
This being the stern and prosy record 
of applied science, it becomes us not 
to report tae chatterings of these two 
till they reached the base of the vast 
brick chimney, towering nearly eighty 
feet into the air above them. Its long 
shadow lay like a stiffened snake upon 
the ficlds, and Elmer, observing it, 
said: 

‘*Good ! We can use the shadow, 
too, and have double proof.” 

‘*How ?” said the bright one, in a 
beautiful spirit of inquiry. 

“Tf an upright stick, a foot long, 
casts a shadow three feet long, the 
shadow of another stick beside it, at 
the same time, is proportionally long.” 

“IT knew that before. That isn’t 
very high science.” 

** Why did you say ‘how’ ?” 

**Because I didn’t think. Pecause 
I was a goose.” 

** Such terms are not choice, and are 
devoid of truth. Here! stern duty 
calls. Do you hold one end of the 
tape at the foot of the chimney, and 
I'll measure off the base line of our 
triangle.” 

Alma was charmed to be of use, and 
sat on a stone with the brass ring of 
the tape on her ring finger next her 
engagement ring, and her hand flat 
against the first course of bricks. 
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Trifles sometimes hint great events. 
Little did she think that the plain 
brass ring on her finger was the hard 
truth of science that should shiver her 
gold ring to fragments and pale its 
sparkling diamond. Being a whole- 
some creature, and not given to ro- 
mance, she thought nothing about it, 
which was wise. Her cousin, the 
knight of the theodolite, set his instru- 
ment upright upon the grass, and then 
ran the measuring line out to its full 
length. 

‘All right! Let the tape go.” 

Alma took off the brass ring, and the 
steel ribbon ran like a glittering snake 
through the grass, and she slowly fol- 
lowed it and joined her knight. 

** Once more, please. Hold the ring 
on this bit of a stake that I’ve set up 
in the ground.” 

Alma, like a good girl, did as she 
was bid, and the ribbon ran out again 
to its full length. Another stake was 
set up, and the theodolite was placed 
in position and a sight obtained at the 
top of the tall chimney. A little fig- 
uring in a note-book, and then the son 
of high science quietly remarked: 

‘* Seventy-six fect four inches—short 
five feet two inches.” 

Just here several urchins of an in- 
quiring turn of mind drew near and 
began to make infantile comments, 
and asked with charming freedom if 
it was circus. 

‘*No!” said Alma, from under her 
paper tent. ‘‘No! Run away, chil- 
dren, run away.” 

It was too warm for so much exer- 
tion, and they wouldn’t move. 

‘*Oh ! never mind them. They 
don’t trouble me; and if it amuses 
them, it’s so much clear gain.” 

‘* They are some of the factory chil- 
dren, and I thought they might bother 
you.” 

‘*TInelegant, but thoughtful.” He 
didn’t say so. He only thought it, 
which was quite as well. 

During this little episode the im- 
pressive facts that all this scientific 
exertion had brought out conceraing 
the chimney were lost upon Alma. 
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It was small consequence. She knew 
it well enough before night. 

Now for the shadow by way of 
proof. The theodolite, paper umbrel- 
la, and admiring crowd of children 
trotted severally and collectively over 
the grass till they reached the chimney 
again. 

‘*The tape-measure, Alma. You 
hold the ring, and I'll unreel the 
string.” 

It was surprising how quickly these 
two made each other’s acquaintance. 
By the time the long shadow was 
measured, a stake set up, and the two 
shadows compared, they seemed to 
have known each other for weeks. 
Such is the surprising effect of pure 
science when applied to love. 

Had it come to this already? She 
was engaged to the confidential, the 
chimney-builder. His ring glittered 
on her finger. True—all of it ! 

See them sauntering slowly (the 
thermometer at 87 deg.) homeward 
under the friendly shade of an oiled 
paperumbrella. They are indeed good 
friends already. They enter the house 
together, and the cheerful dinner bell 
greets their ears. She folds her oiled 
paper tent and he sets his instrument 
up in a corner of the great shady hall. 
She leads the way to the chamber that 
is to be his room during his stay, and 
then retires to her own to prepare for 
the frugal noontide meal. 

The exact truth records that the 
meal was not severely frugal. It was 
otherwise, and so much nicer. 

The entire family were assembled, 
and conversation was lively, consider- 
ing the weather. Near the close of the 
meal it grew suddenly warm, The in- 
nocent son of science, proud of his 
accomplishments, made a most incau- 
tious statement, and the result was pe- 
culiar. 

*“*Oh, uncle, you were saying this 
morning that my science was not very 
practical. I tried a bit of it on your 


chimney this morning, and what do 
you think I found ?” 

‘**[’m sure I can’t tell,” said Mr. 
Denny. 
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‘*T measured it, and it is exactly 
seventy-six feet, four inches high.” 

If he had dropped a can of nitro- 
glycerine under the table, the effect 
couldn’t have been more startling. 
Mr. Lawrence Belford dropped his 
fruit knife with a ruinous rattle, his 
face assumed the color of frosted cake 
(the frosting, to be exact), and he 
seemed thoroughly frightened. Mr. 
Denny looked surprised, and said, 

‘* What?” 

Alma said nothing, but fished for 
the sugar in her strawberries and 
cream. 

‘** What did you say, Mr. Franklin ?” 

‘*T said that I measured the new 
chimney, just for the fun of the thing, 
and found that it is exactly seventy- 
six feet, foer inches high.” 

‘** It’s an abominable lie.” 

‘*Lawrence !” said Alma, with an 
appealing glance. 

** Are you sure, Mr. Franklin ? Have 
you not made some mistake ?” 

‘*You are utterly mistaken, Mr. 
Franklin. I measured that chimney 
with a line from the top, and I know 
your statement is entirely incorrect.”’ 

‘*T hope so,” said the old gentle- 
man. 

‘*Tt is so, sir,” added Mr. Belford; 
and then, waxing bolder, he said, 
‘*How could this young person, just 
from school, know anything of such 
matters? Did he build a staging, or 
did he climb up the inside like a chim- 
ney sweep?” 

Young Mr. Franklin saw that he 
had in some innocent fashion started 
a most disagreeable subject. Why 
Mr. Denny should be so disturbed and 
Mr. Belford so angry was past his 
comprehension, At the same time 
Mr. Belford’s language was offensive, 
and he replied with some spirit: 

‘‘There is no need to climb the 
chimney, or use a line. It is a trifling 
affair to ascertain the height of any 
building with a theodolite, as you 
probably know.” 

‘I tell you, sir, it is false—utterly 
fulse. Besides, you have made some 
mistake in the figures. You—you— 
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but I’ve no patience with such boy’s 
play. It’s only fit for school children.” 

‘*Lawrence,” said Alma, ‘‘you 
are unkind. I’m sure we meant no 
harm. I helped Mr. Franklin, and [’m 
sure he’s right; besides, we measured 
the chimney by its shadow, and both 
statements were alike.” 

‘‘Oh, if you’ve turned against me, 
I’ve nothing more to say.” 

Mr. Denny meanwhile seemed lost 
in deep study, and he hardly heeded 
what was going on. 

‘*What can that boy know about 
such things? I tell you, it’s y 

‘*Tt seems to me, Mr. Belford, you 
are unnecessarily excited,” said Mr. 
Denny. ‘‘Mr. Franklin is a much 
younger man than you, but he showed 
a knowledge of this matter, and if 
his figures are correct——” 

‘* They are, sir,” said Elmer warm- 
ly. ‘*I can show you the base line, 
and the theodolite is still at the same 
angle. Alma saw me measure the 
base, and she can tell you its length. 
There are the figures in my note-book.” 

Mr. Denny took the note-book and 
examined the figuring out of this 
problem, and Elmer went to the hall 
for his instrument. He returned with 
the theodolite still secured at the angle 
at which the sight had been taken. 
As he laid the instrument on the din- 
ing table, he said: 

‘*T am very sorry, uncle, that I did 
anything about this matter. It was 
done in mere sport, and I wish I had 
said nothing concerning it. I would 
not had not Mr. Belford used the lan- 
guage he did.” 

Mr. Denny ran his eye over the fig- 
ures in the book, and then, with a pain- 
ed expression, he said briefly, 

‘* Everything seems to be correct.” 

‘“*Damnation! Tl break his head 
for him, the intermeddling fool.” This 
language was not actually used by Mr. 
Belford, but he thought as much. His 
eyes flashed, and he clenched his fists 
under the table. Alma’s presence 
alone restrained him from something 
more violent. He appeared calm, but 
inwardly he was angry. This unex- 
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pected announcement concerning the 
chimney he had built cast a heavy 
shadow over him, and his conscience 
awoke with a sudden smart. 

Alma was greatly disturbed, and 
ready to cry for shame and vexation. 
She did not, for she felt sure this was 
only the beginning of a new trouble, 
and she well knew that heavy sorrows 
had already invaded the house. They 
needed no more. 

Mr. Franklin glanced from one to 
another in alarm. He saw that he was 
treading upon uncertain ground, and 
he wisely held his peace. After a 
brief and awkward pause, Mr. Belford 
rose, and pleading the calls of busi- 
ness, went out, and the unhappy inter- 
view came to an end. 


It was a strange room. Its belong- 
ings stranger still. A large square 
chamber, with windows on three sides 
and a door and a fireplace on the 
other. Just now the fireplace had 
fallen from its high estate and had be- 
come a catch-all for the wrecks of 
much unpacking. There was a small 
single bed, two chairs, and an indefin- 
ite number of tables. Impossible to 
say how many, for they were half ob- 
scured by numberless things scientific: 
microscopes, a retort, small furnace, 
two cameras, galvanic battery, coils of 
wire and rubber tubing, magic lan- 
tern, books, photographs, and papers; 
on a small desk a confused pile of 
papers; on the walls a great number 
of pictures and photographs. 

The very den of a student of science. 
Hardly room to walk among the wil- 
derness of traps, boxes, and trunks. 
At the window, the young man, just 
dressed, and taking a view of the mill 
and its new chimney. 

‘*Gad ! how mad the fellow was 
over my little measurements. Wonder 
what it all means? The girl’s in 
trouble, the father has a grief, and the 
clerk—I can make nothing of him. 
What matter? My duty is with my 
books, that I may pursue pure science. 
The moment things become practical 
I drop ’em.” 
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Then he turned and looked out of the 
next window. 

‘Fine view of the river. I must 
have another try at it with the camera.” 

He crossed the room, and standing 
in the bright morning sunshine, he 
looked about to examine the other L 
that had been thrown out from the 
back of the main building. 

‘*That’s Alma’s room, and the next 
is the clerk’s, the chimney man. The 
window is open, and the place looks as 
dark asacave. I’ve a mind to light 
it up.” 

So saying he took a small hand mir- 
ror from a table near by. Holding it 
in the full sunlight, he moved it slowly 
about till the dancing spot of reflected 
light fell upon the open window and 
leaped in upon the opposite wall of the 
room. The observer with steady hand 
moved the spot of light about till he 
had probed the room, and found all it 
contained, which was nothing save a 
bed and two chairs, 

‘* Applied science reports the man is 
fit for treason, spoils, and that sort of 
thing. Hehasno pictures. His room 
isa sleeping den. The man is a —— 
Hallo! Steady there !” 

The door in the room opened, and 
the student of applied science turned 
quickly away with his back to the 
wall beside his window. Cautiously 
raising the mirror, he held it near the 
window in such a way that in it he 
could see all that went on in the other 
room, without being himself seen. 

Suddenly he saw something in the 
glass. Some one appeared at the win- 
dow, looked out as if watching for 
something, and then withdrew into 
the bare little sleeping room. Then 
the figure in the mirror went to the 
bed and carefully turned all the 
clothes back. ‘The student of science 
watched the mirror intently. The 
figure bent over the uncovered mat- 
tress and quietly opened the sacking 
and took something out. It sat down 
on the edge of the disordered bed and 
proceeded to examine the box or bun- 
dle, whatever it might be, that it had 
found in the bed. 





Just here there was the sound of a 
distant door opening and closing. 
The figure crouched low on the bed, 
as if fearing to be seen, and waited till 
all was quiet again. Then it slowly 
opened the box or package, and took 
out a folded paper. The student bent 
over the mirror with the utmost inter- 
est. What didit mean? What would 
happen next ? Nothing in particular 
happened. The figure closed the box, 
returned it to its hiding place in the 
bed, and then crept out of the range 
of reflected vision. 

Why should the confidential clerk 
hide papers in his bed? What was 
the nature of the documents? A 
strange affair, certainly, but it did not 
concern him, and perhaps he had _ bet- 
ter drop the subject. He turned to 
his books and papers, and for an hour 
or more was too much occupied with 
them to heed aught else. 

Suddenly there was a brisk series of 
taps at his door, like this: 

“*I’m here. Come in.” 

Alma, the bright one entered. 

‘““What a room! Such disorder, 
Elmer.” 

‘* Yes. It is quite a comfortable den. 
I've unpacked everything, and—mind 
your steps—feel quite at home—thank 
you.” 

‘*T should sayas much. Do look at 
the dust. I must have Mary up here 
at once.” 

‘*Madam, I never allow any female 
person to touch my traps. Mary may 
make the bed, but she must not sweep, 
nor dust, nor touch anything.” 

“Oh! really. Then I'll goat once.” 

‘* Better not.” 

‘* Why?” 

“Because I’ve many things to 
show “i 

‘“*Oh, Elmer! What is that—that 
queer thing on the table? May I look 
at it?” 

‘*That’s my new camera.’ 

“‘How stupid. I might have known 
that. Do you take pictures ?” 

**Photos? Yes. Will you sit ?” 

“Oh, dear, no. I hate photo- 
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graphs. It’s so disagreeable to see 
oneself staring with some impossible 
expression, and sitting in an impossi- 
ble palace, with a distant landscape 
and drapery curtains.” 

“Then Til take a view for you. 
Find a seat somewhere while I rig 
things. See those two people sitting 
on the little bridge that crosses the 
race beyond the mill? Ill photo- 
graph them without their permission.” 

Alma looked out of the window when 
Elmer had raised the curtain, but de- 
clared she couldn’t see anything. 

‘*They are very far off. Take the 
field glass, and you’ll see them.” 

Alma took the glass from the table, 
and looked out on the sunny land- 
scape. 

‘*T see what you mean, but I can’t 
make out who they are, even with the 
glass. It’s a man and a woman, and 
that’s as much as I can see.” 

** You shall see them plain enough 
in a moment.” 

So saying, Elmer placed a long brass 
telescope upon a stand by the open 
window, and through it he examined 
the couple on the bridge. Meanwhile 
Alma gazed round the room and ex- 
amined its strange contents with the 
greatest interest. 

The moment the focus of the glass 
was secured, Elmer hastily took the 
little camera, and adjusting a slide in 
it from a table drawer, he placed it 
before the telescope on the table and 
close to theeyehole, Then, by throw- 
ing a black cloth over his head, he 
looked into it, turned a screw or two, 
and in a moment had a negative of 
the distant couple. 

**Aren’t you almost ready ?” 

**In one moment, Alma. I must fix 
this first. Ill be right back.” 

So saying he took the slide from the 
little camera, and went out of the room 
into a dark closet in the entry. 

Alma waited patiently for a few mo- 
ments, and then she took up the field 
glass, and looked out of the window. 
Who could they be? They seemed to 
be having a cosy time together; but 
beyond the fact that one figure was a 
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woman she could learn nothing. She 
wanted to take alook through the tele- 
scope, but did not dare to move the 
little camera that stood before it. 

‘* Here's the picture,” said Elmer as 
he entered the room. 

Alma took the bit of glass he offered 
her, but declared she couldn’t see any- 
thing but a dirty spot on the glass. 

‘* That’s the negative. Let me copy 
it, and then I'll throw it up with the 
stereopticon.” 

He selected another bit of glass from 
a box, and in a few minutes had it 
prepared and the two put together and 
laid in the sun on the window-seat. 

‘* What’s in that iron box, Elmer?” 

** Nitrous oxide.” 

‘*The same thing that the dentists 
use ?” 

‘““Yes. Would you like to try a 
whiff? It’s rather jolly, and will not 
hurt you in the least.” 

Elmer caught up a bit of rubber 
pipe, secured one end to the iron 
chest and inserted the other in a mouth- 
piece having the proper inhalation and 
exhalation valves. 

‘*Put that in your mouth for a mo- 
ment.” 

Alma, with beautiful confidence, 
put the tube in her mouth, and in a 
moment her pretty head fell back 
against the back of the chair in deep 
sleep. With wonderful speed and 
skill Elmer rolled a larger camera that 
stood in a corner out into the centre 
of the room, ran in a slide, adjusted 
the focus, and before the brief slumber 
passed had a negative of the sleeping 
one. 
‘*Oh, howodd ! What a queer sen- 
sation to feel yourself going and go- 
ing, off and off, till you don’t know 
where you are |” 

‘‘It is rather queer. I've often tak- 
en the gas myself—just forfun. Now, 
Alma, if you will let down the cur- 
tains, and close the shutters, and 
make the room dark, I'll light the lan- 
tern and show you the picture.” 

Alma shut the blinds, drew down 
the curtains, and closed all the shut- 
ters save one. 
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‘* Won't it be too dark ?” 

‘“‘No. It must be quite dark. You 
can stand here in the middle of the 
room and look at that bit of bare wall 
between the windows. I left that 
space clear for a screen.” 

Alma eagerly took her place, and 
said with a laugh: 

‘If this is the pursuit of pure sci- 
ence, it is very amusing. I'd like to 
study science—in this way.” 

‘* Yes, it is rather interesting——’ 

‘*Oh, Elmer, it’s pitch dark.” 

‘“*Nevermind. Stand perfectly still 
and watch the wall. There—there’s 
the spot of light. Now I'll run in the 
positive.” 

A round spot of white light fell on 
the unpapered wall, and then two 
dusky shadows slid over it, vague, ob- 
scure, and gigantic. 

‘‘There are your people. Now I'll 
adjust the focus. There—look.” 

A heavy sob startled him. 

“Oh! It’s that hateful Alice 
Green !” 

Elmer opened the door of the lan- 
tern, and the light streamed full upon 
Alma. She was bathed in tears, and 
her shoulders, visible through her 
light summer dress, shook with sobs. 

‘*What’s the matter?” 

‘Nothing ! Oh, it’s—nothing-—let 
me—go——” 

With an impatient gesture she tried 
to brush the tears from her eyes, and 
then, without a word, she hastily ran 
out of the room. 

The student of pure science was sur- 
prised beyond measure. What had 
happened ? What new blunder had 
he committed ? With all his deep 
study of things material he was igno- 
rant of things emotional and sentimen- 
tal. This exhibition of anger and 
grief in his pretty cousin utterly dis- 
concerted him. He did not know 
what to do, nor what to think, and he 
stood in the glare of his lantern fora 
moment or two in deep thought. 

Then he closed the lantern and turn- 
ing round, examined the shadowy pic- 
ture thrown upon the wall. It repre- 
sented a young man and a young 
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woman seated upon the wooden rail of 
the bridge in the open air, and in most 
loving embrace. His arm was about 
her waist, and he was looking in her 
face. His straw hat hid his features, 
but the face of the young woman was 
turned toward the camera that had so 
perfectly mirrored them both. She 
seemed to be a young and pretty girl 
in the more lowly walks of life, and 
her lover seemed to be a gentleman, 
What a pity he hadn't looked up! 
Who could he be? Andshe? Alma’s 
remark plainly showed that she at 
least knew the girl, and for some rea- 
son was hotly indignant with her. 

Thinking he had made trouble 
enough already, Elmer took one more 
good look at the picture, and then pre- 
pared to destroy it. Something about 
the young man’s hat struck him as fa- 
miliar. It was a panama hat, and had 
two ribbons wound round it in a fan- 
ciful manner that was not exactly con- 
ventional. 

He silently opened a shutter, and 
the picture faded away. He drew up 
the curtains and looked out en the 
bridge. The young couple had disap- 
peared. Poorinnocents! They little 
knew how their pictures had been 
taken in spite of themselves, and they 
little knew the tragic and terrible 
consequences that were to flow from 
the stolen photograph so strangely 
made. Elmer took the little slide from 
the lantern, and was on the point of 
shivering it to fragments on the 
hearthstone, when he paused in deep 
thought. Was it wise to destroy it ? 
Had he not better preserve it? Per- 
haps he could some day solve the mys- 
tery that hung about it, and find out 
the cause of Alma’s grief and anger. 
Perhaps he might help her; and there 
came a softening about his heart that 
seemed both new and wonderfully un- 
scientific, 

Shortly after this the dinner bell 
rang, and he went down to the din- 
ing-room. Alma sent word that she 
had a severe headache and could not 
appear. Mr. Belford was already 
there, and he looked at Mr. Franklin 
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with an expression that made the 
young man uncomfortable in spite of 
himself. Mr. Denny was unusually 
thoughtful and silent, and conversa- 
tion between the younger men was not 
particularly brilliant or entertaining. 
At last the dreary meal was finished, 
Mr. Belford rose first and went out 
into the hall. Mr. Franklin followed 
lim, and saw something that quite 
took his breath away. 

There lay the hat of the photo- 
graph, double ribbons and all. Mr. 
Belford quietly took it up and put it 
on, and it fitted him perfectly. Elmer 
stopped abruptly and looked at the 
man with the utmost interest. The 
confidential, the chimney builder paid 
no attention, and quickly passed on out 
of the front door, 

‘*T. Franklin, you have made a dis- 
covery. The pursuit of pure science 
never showed anything half so inter- 
esting as this. You had better raise 
a cloud on the subject. Gad! It’s 
cloudy enough already !” 

This to himself as he slowly went 
up stairs to his room. Selecting a 
pipe, he filled it, and finding a com- 
fortable seat, he fired up and prepared 
to examine mentally the events of 
the day. 

“‘Tt was the confidential, making 
love to some village beauty, supposed 
to be ‘Green,’ by name, if not by na- 
ture. Alma loves him. That’s bad. 
Perhaps she’s engaged to him. Has 
she a ring? Yes—saw it the other 
day. The affair is cloudy—and—Gad! 
Blessed if I don’t keep that lantern- 
slide! It may be of use som: day. 
Cowie in.” 

This last was in response to a knock 
at the door. Mr. Belford entered, 
panama hat with two ribbons in hund, 

‘* Good afternoon, Mr. Franklin. I 
thought I might find you here.” 

‘Yes, I’m at leisure. What can I 
do for you? Smoke ?” 

‘*No; I can’t to-day. The fact is, 
I’ve a bad tooth, and smoking troubles 
it.” 

** Indeed ? 
of a dentist.” 


Let me seeit. I'ma bit 
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‘*Are you? That’s fortunate, for it 
aches sadly, and our nearest dentist 
is five miles away.” 

‘Sit right here by the window, 
where I can have a good ligit.” 

Mr. Belford,a physical coward, could 
not bear pain; and though he was un- 
willing to be under obligations to one 
whom he considered a mere boy, he 
sat down in the proffered chair, aud 
opened his mouth dutifully. 

“Ah, yes—dentes sapentia. It’s 
quite gone. Shall I take it out for 
you?” 

‘* Will it be painful ?” 

““No. Ill give you nitrous oxide. 
Without it it might be very painful, 
for the tooth is much brokeu down.” 

Mr. Belford hesitated. Had he bet- 
ter place himself so utterly at the 
mercy of this young man ? 

‘*]t will pass off in a moment, and 
leave no ill effects behind. You had 
better take it.” 

“Well, I will; but make it very 
mild, for I am afraid of these new- 
fangled notions.” 

** You need have no fear,” said EI- 
mer, bringing up his iron box of ni- 
trous oxide, and selecting a pair of 
forceps from the mass of instruments 
in one of his trunks, 

“It’s very odd. It’s the merest 
chance that I happened to have a pair 
of forceps. Are you ready now? Put 
this tube in your mouth, and breathe 
easily and naturally.” 

The patient leaned back in the chair, 
and the amateur stood silently watch- 
ing him. 

**Tt’s a fearful risk, but I'm going 
to try it. I succeeded with Alma, and 
I fancy I can with this fool. He was 
a fool to run right into my arms in this 
fashion. No wonder his wisdom tooth 
was rotten. T’'ll have it out ina mo- 
ment.” 

All this to himself. 


The patient 
closed his eyes, and fell into a deep 
sleep. 

“*Take it strong. 
you, and I must keep you quict till the 
deed is done.” 

High science was to be brought to 


It will not hurt 
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bear upon rascality, and he must move 
cautiously and quickly. The instant 
the patient was unconscious, Elmer 
bent over him and turned back his 
coat, and from the inside pocket he 
drew forth a folded paper. He had 
caught a glimpse of it when he 
looked in the man’s mouth, and 
on the spur of the moment he had 
conceived and put into practice tine 
bold stroke of applied science. Mak- 
ing the man comfortable, and giving 
him a little air with the gas, he open- 
ed the paper and spread it wide open 
before a pile of books in the full sun- 
light. The patient stirred uneasily. 
With a breathless motion Elmer plied 
bim with more gas, and he sighed 
softly and slumbered deeper than ever. 
With a spring he reached the camera, 
rolled it up before the paper, and sect 
in a new slide. It copied the paper 
with terrible certainty, and _ then, 


without reading it, Elmer folded the 
paper up again and restored it to his 
patient’s pocket. 

The patient revived. 


He put his 
hand in his mouth. The tooth was 
still there. 

‘* Why, you didn’t touch it?” 

‘“*No. I was delayed a bit. 
the gas again.” 

The man submitted, and inhaled 
more gas. At the instant he slum- 
bered the forceps were deftly plied 
and the tooth removed. Bathing the 
man’s face with water, the young den- 
tist watched him closely till he revived 
again. 

** Do you feel better ?” 

**Better! Why, I’m not hurt! Is 
it really out ?” 

‘*Yes. There it is in the wash- 
bowl.” 

‘*You did very well, young man. 
Excellently. I’m sure I’m much oblig- 
ed.” 

‘** You're welcome,” replied Mr. 
Franklin. ‘‘It was a trifling affair.” 

Repeating his thanks, the visitor put 
on his hat with its two ribbons and 
retired. 

For an hour or more the youthful 
son of science worked over his new 
negatives, and then he quietly closed 
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the shutters and lighted his stereop- 
ticon. The first picture he threw upon 
the wall greatly pleased him. With 
half-parted lips, a placid smile, and 
closed eyes, the sleeping Alma lived 
in shadowy beauty before him. 

‘* Queer such a charming girl should 
belong to such a fool !” 

Not choice language for a son of 
pure-eyed science, but history is his- 
tory, and the truth must be told. 

** Now for the paper.” 

He took Alma’s stolen picture from 
the lantern, and imserted in its place a 
positive copy of the paper he had cap- 
tured from her lover. Suddenly there 
flashed upon the wall a document of 
the most startling and extraordinary 
character. He read it through several 
times before he could bring himself to 
understand the peculiar nature of the 
important discovery he had made. 
Long and earnestly he gazed upon the 
gigantic writing on the wall, and then 
he slowly opened one of the shutters, 
and the magic writing faded away in 
the rosy light of the setting sun. 

A moment after, the tea-bell rang. 
This over, young Mr. Franklin said he 
must go out for his evening constitu- 
tional. He wished to be alone. The 
events of the day, the discoveries he 
had made, and, more than all, Alma’s 
grief and silence at the supper-table, 
disturbed him. He wished more air, 
more freedom to think over these 
things and to devise some plan for 
future action. 

Alma. What of her? Was he not 
growing to like her—perhaps love 
her? And she was engaged to that— 
that—he could not think of him with 
patience. The chimney, the two ia 
the photo, and the strange paper: 
what did they all mean? Why were 
both father and daughter in such evi- 
dent distress? He pondered these 
things as he walked through the 
shadowy lanes, and then, about eight 
o’clock, he returned, in a measure 
composed and serene. 

There was a light in the parlor, and 
he went in and found Alma alone. 

**Oh, Elmer! I’m glad you've come, 
It’s very lonely here. Father has gone 
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to bed quite ill, and Lawrence asked 
me to sit up till he returned. He’s 
gone down to the village on some busi- 
ness, I can’t see why he should. 
The stores are closed and the last train 
has gone.” 

She made a place for him on the 
sofa, and he sat down beside her. For 
some time they talked indifferently 
upon various matters—the weather, 
the heat of the day, and like triviali- 
tics. 

Suddenly she turned upon him, and 
said, with ill-suppressed excitement: 

‘¢ What did you do with it, Elmer ?” 

‘*Do with what ?” 

‘* The picture.” 

‘“‘Oh, yes—the lantern slide. I 
wish I had never made it. It’s up 
stairs in my room,” 

‘You didn’t know it was Alice 
Green ?” 

‘“*No. How should I? I did not 
know who either of the psople was 
till the picture was thrown upon the 
wall.” 

‘‘Do you know now—know both 
of them, I mean ?” 

‘*Yes—I think I do. 
Mr. # 

‘* Yes, Elmer, you may as well say 
it. It was Lawrence.” 

Elmer could think of nothing to say, 
and wisely said nothing. After a brief 
pause Alma said slowly, as if talking 
to herself: 

‘*Tt was a cruel thing to do.” 

‘*T did not mean to be cruel.” 

‘*Oh, my dear—cousin, don’t think 
of it in that way. It was Lawrence 
who was so cruel.” 

‘*Yes. It was not very gentleman- 
ly; but perhaps he does not care for— 
for this person.” 

‘He does. The picture was only 
confirmation of what I had heard be- 
fore. I’ve done with him,” she added 
in a sort of suppressed desperation. 
‘*T’m going to break our engagement 
this very night. I know it will nearly 
break my heart, and father will be very 
angry; but, Elmer, come nearer; let 
me tell you about it. I’m afraid of 
him. He has such an evil eye, and 
you remember the chimney—the day 
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you came—I thought he would kill 
you, he was so angry.” 

Evidently she was in sore trouble. 
Even her language was marked by 
doubt and difficulty. 

** Advise me, Elmer. Tell me what 
to do. I hardly know which way to 
turn, and I’m so lonely. Father is 
busy every day, and I can’t talk to him. 
And Lawrence—I dare not trust him.” 

Here she began to cry softly, and hid 
her face in her handkerchief. The son 
of science was perplexed. What should 
he do or say? All this was new to 
him. That a young and pretty girl 
should appeal to him with such ear- 
nestness disconcerted him, and he did 
not know how to act. A problem in 
triangulation or knotty question in 
physics would have charmed him and 
braced him up for any work. This 
was so new and so peculiar that he 
said, ‘‘ Don’t cry, cousin,” and re- 
pented it at once as a silly speech. 

‘““T must. It does me good.” 

** Then I would.” 

Thereupon they both laughed heart- 
ily and felt better. He recovered his 
wits at once, 

‘**Do you think’ you really love 
him?” 

The man of science is himself again. 

**No, I don’t.” 

‘* Then—well, it’s hardly my place 
to say it.” 

‘*Then break the engagement. 
That’s what you mean. I intend to 
do so; but, Elmer, I wish you could 
be here with me.” 

‘* It would be impossible. 
an idea.” 

“Have you? There! I knew you 
would help me. You are so bright, 
Elmer, and so kind ae 

He nipped her enthusiasm in the 
bud. 

‘**Do you think you could telegraph 
to me from your pocket ?” 

‘*T don’t know what you mean.” 

‘*You know the letters now per- 
fectly, and if you had your hand on 
an armature, you could send off mes- 
sages quickly ?” 

‘Yes. You know I learned the 
alphabet in one day, and it’s nearly a 
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week since you put up that line to my 
room. Think how we have talked 
with it already. And you remember 
the tea table, when the Lawsons and 
the Stebbens were here. Didn't I an- 
swer all your questions about Minna 
Lawson while I was talking with her 
by tapping on the table with a spoon?” 

‘*Yes. So far so good; but now 
I’m going to try a most dangerous and 
difficult piece of scientific work, and 
you must help me. My plan is for 
you to keep in telegraphic communi- 
cation with me while the interview 
goes on. Then, if he is insulting or 
troublesome, you can call me.” =~ 

“How bright of you, Elmer. If 
Lawrence had been half so good and 
kind and bright—if he knew half as 
much—I might have loved him longer.” 

‘* Wait a bit, and I'll get the lines.” 

‘* May I go too?” 

“Oh, yes; come.” 

The two went softly up the hall 
stairs, through the long entry to the 
L, and into Elmer’s room. They set 
the lamp on a table,and Elmer dragged 
forth from the scientific confusion of 
the place a collection of telegraphic 
apparatus of all kinds, 

‘*There’s the battery. That I'll keep 
here. There is the recording instru- 
ment. That I'll keep here also. Now 
you want a small armature to open and 
close the current. Wait a bit! Id 
better make one.” 

Alma sat down on a box, and her 
new Lohengrin set to work with shears 
and file to make something that would 
answer for an armature and still be 
small enough to hide in the hand. 
Cutting off two small pieces of in- 
sulated copper wire, he bound them 
together side by side at one end. The 
loose ends he separated by crowding a 
bit of rubber between them, and then 
with the file and his knife he removed 
a part of the insulating covering till 
the bright copper showed at the tips 
of each wire. 

‘*There ! You can hide that in the 
pocket of your dress, or hold it in your 
hand even. When you wish to close 
the circuit, pinch the wires, and they 
will touch each other. When you 
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withdraw the pressure the rubber will 
push them apart.” 

Alma declared she could do it easily, 
and the armature having been con- 
nected with the wires and the battery, 
they both prepared to go to the par- 
lor. 

Down the stairs they crept, slowly 
unwinding two delicate coils of in- 
sulated wire as they went, and pushing 
them back against the wall well out of 
sight. When they came to the mats 
Alma lifted them up, and Elmer laid 
the wires down, and then the mats 
covered them from sight. 

‘*Now, you sit here, in a comfort- 
able chair, and hide the wires in the 
folds of your dress. I'll lead them off 
over the carpet behind you, and un- 
less the Lawrence is brighter than 
I think he is, he'll not find them.” 

These mysterious operations were 
hardly completed before the door bell 
rang and Lawrence came in. He did 
not seem particularly pleased to find 
Mr. Franklin sitting up with Alma, 
and the mecting was not very cor- 
dial. After a few unimportant re- 
marks Mr. Franklin said that he must 
retire. 

‘I'd like to know, miss, what that 
puppy said to you. He's been here 
all the evening, I dare say.” 

** He has, Lawrence; but I will not 
have my friends spoken of in that 
way.” 

‘*Your friends indeed ! 
you intend to do about it?” 

Meanwhile her hand, persistently 
kept in her pocket, nervously moved 
the electric armature, and a sudden 
twinge of pain startled her. Her fin- 
ger, caught between the wires, felt 
the shock of a returning current. Sud- 
denly the pain flashed again, and she 
understood it. Elmer was replying 
to her. She forced herself to read his 
words by the pain the wires caused 
her, and she spelled out: 

‘**Keep cool. Don’t fear him.” 

‘* Seems to me you're precious silent, 
niss.” 

“One might well keep silence 
while you use such language as you 
do, Lawrence Belford.” 
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‘* Who's a better right ?” 

‘*No man has a right not to be a 
gentleman, and as for your right, I 
have decided to withdraw it.” 

‘*What do you mean ?” he cried in 
sudden anger. 

She drew her hand out of her 
pocket, slowly took off her engage- 
ment ring, and said, 

‘* That.” 

*‘Oh! We'll have none of that. 
You may put your ring on again.” 

‘*T shall never wear it again.” 

‘* Yes, you will.” 

**T shail not.” 

‘Look here, Miss Denny. We'll 
have no nonsense. You are going 
to marry me next week. I suppose 
you know that mortgage is to be fore- 
closed on Monday, and you and your 
father will be beggars. I know how 
to stop all this, and I can do it. 
Marry me, 2nd go to New York with 
me on Wednesday, and the mortgage 
will be withdrawn.” 

‘*We may find the will before that.” 

“Oh! You may, you may. You 
and your father have been searching 
for that will these ten years. You 
haven't found it yet, and you won't.” 

Alma under any ordinary circum- 
stances would have quailed before 
this man. As it was, those trails of 
copper wire down her dress kept ber 
busy. She rapidly sent off through 
them nearly all that was said, and her 
knight of the battery sat up stairs 
copying it off alone in his room, and 
almost swearing with anger and ex- 
citement. 

Suddenly the messages stopped. He 
listened sharply at the door. Not a 
sound. The old house was as still as 
agrave. Several minutes passed, and 
nothing came. What had happened ? 
Had he cut the wires? Had Alma 
fainted? Suddenly the sounder spoke 
out sharp and clear in the silent room: 

‘*Elmer, come !” 

He seized a revolver from the bu- 
reau, and thrusting it into his pocket, 
tore off the white strip of paper that 
had rolled out of the instrument, and 
with it in bis haad he went quickly 
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down stairs. He opened the door 
without knocking, and advanced into 
the middle of the room. 

The moment he entered, Alma 
sprang up from her seat, pulling out 
the two wires as she did so, and 
throwing her arm about the young 
man, she cried out in an agony of fear 
and shame: 

‘““Oh, Elmer, Elmer! Take me 
away! Take me to my father!” 

He supported her with his right 
arm, and turned to face her assailant 
with the crumbled ribbon of paper stiil 
in his hand. 

‘* What does this mean, sir? Have 
you been ill treating my cousin ?” 

‘*Go to bed, boy. It’s very late for 
school children to be up.” 

‘* Your language is insulting, sir. I 
repeat it. What have you said or 
done to Miss Denny ?” 

‘*Oh ! Come away ! come away, El- 
mer!” 

‘*None of your business, you puppy.” 

‘*There is no need to ask what you 
said, sir. I know every word and 
have made a copy of it.” 

“Ah! Listening, were you?” 

**No, sir. Miss Denny has told me, 
Do you see those wires? They wilil 
entangle you yet and trip you up.” 

‘*Come away, Elmer. Come away.” 

‘*For the present I will retire, sir; 
but, mark me, your game is nearly up.” 

‘*By, by, children. Good night. 
Remember your promise, Miss Denny. 
The carriage will be all ready.” 

Without heeding this last remark, 
Elmer, with his cousin on his arm, 
withdrew. As they closed the door 
the telegraph wires caught in the car- 
pet and broke. The man saw them, 
and picking one up, he examined it 
closely. 

Suddenly he dropped it and turned 
ashen pale. With all his bravado, he 
quailed before those slender wires 
upon the carpet. He did not under- 
stand them. He guessed they might 
be some kind of telegraph, but beyond 
this everything was vague and myste- 
rious, and they filled him witi guilty 
alarim and terror. 

CuHarLes BARNARD. 




















FROM NORMANDY TO THE PYRENEES, 


i ap other day, before the first fire 
of winter, when the deepening 
dusk had compelled me to close my 
book and wheel my chair closer, I in- 
dulged in a retrospect. The objects 
of it were not far distant, and yet they 
seemed already to glow with the mel- 
low tints of the days that are no 
more. In the crackling flame the last 
remnant of the summer appeared to 
shrink up and vanish. But the flicker 
of its destruction made a sort of fan- 
tastic imagery, and in the midst of the 
winter fire the summer sunshine seem- 
ed to glow. It lit up a series of vis- 
ible memories. 


I. 

One of the first was that of a per- 
fect day on the coast uf Normandy—a 
warm, still Sunday in the early part 
of August. From my pillow, on wak- 
ing, I could look at a strip of blue sca 
and a section of white cliff. I ob- 
served that the sea had never been so 
brilliant, and that the cliff was shining 
like the coast of Paros. I rose and 
came forth with the sense that it was 
the finest day of summer, and that one 
ought to do something uncommon by 
way of keeping it. At Etretal it was 
uncommon to take a walk; the custom 
of the country is to lie all day upon the 
pebbly strand watching, as we should 
say in America, your fellow boarders. 
Your leisurely stroll, in a scanty sheet, 
from your bathing cabin into the water, 
and your trickling progress from the 
water back into your cabin, form, as a 
general thing, the sum total of your 
peregrination. For the rest you re- 
main horizontal, contemplating the 
horizon. To mark the day with a 
white stone, therefore, it was quite 
sufficient to stretch my legs. So I 
climbed the huge grassy cliff which 
shuts in the little bay on the right (as 
you lic on the beach, head upward), 


and gained the bleak white chapel of 
Notre Dame de la Garde, which a lady 
told me she was sure was the original 
of Matthew Arnold’s ‘Little Gray 
Church on the Windy Hill.” This is 
very likely; but the little church to- 
day was not gray; neither was the hill 
windy. 

I had occasion, by the time I 
reached the summit, to wish it had 
been. Deep, silent sunshine filled the 
air, and the long grass of the downs 
stood up in the light without a tremor. 
The downs at Etretal are magnificent, 
and the way they stretched off toward 
Dieppe, with their shining levels and 
their faintly-shaded dells, was in it- 
self an irresistible invitation. On the 
land side they have been somewhat 
narrowed by cuitivation; the woods, 
and farms, and grain fields here and 
there creep close enough to the edge 
of the cliff almost to see the shifting 
of the tides at its base. But cultiva- 
tion in Normandy is itself picturesque, 
and the pedestrian rarely need resent 
its encroachments. Neither walls nor 
hedges or fences are anywhere visible ; 
the whole land lies open to the breezes 
and to his curious footsteps. This 
universal absence of barriers gives an 
air of vastness to the landscape, so 
that really, in a little French prov- 
ince, you have more of the feeling of 
being in a big country than on our 
own huge continent, which bristles so 
unconsciously with prohibitory rails 
and stone-piles. Norman farmhouses, 
too, with their mossy roofs and their 
visible beams making all kinds of tri- 
angles upon the ancient plaster of their 
walls, are very delightful things. 
Hereabouts they have always a dark 
little wood close beside them; often a 
chénaie, as the term is—a fantastic lit- 
tle grove of tempest-tossed oaks. The 
trees look as if, some night, when the 
sea-blasts were howling their loudest 
and their boughs were tossing most 
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wildly, the tumult had suddenly been 
stilled and they had stopped short, 
each in the attitude into which the 
storm was twisting it. The only thing 
the storm can do with them now is to 
biow them straight. The long, in- 
dented coast line had never seemed to 
me so charming. It stretched away 
into the light haze of the horizon, 
with such lovely violet spots in its 
caves and hollows, and such soft white 
gleams on its short headlands—such 
exquisite gradations of distance and 
such capricious interruptions of per- 
spective—that one could only say that 
the land was really trying to smile as 
hard as the sea. The smile of the sea 
was a positive sitiper. Such a glitter- 
ing and twinkling, such a softness and 
blueness, such tiny little pin-points of 
foam, and such delicate little wrinkles 
of waves—all this made the ocean look 
like a flattered portrait. 

The day I speak of was a Sunday, 
and there were to be races at Fécamp, 
ten miles away. The agreeable thing 
was, of course, to walk to Fécamp, 
over the grassy downs. I walked 
and walked, over the levels and 
the dells, having land and ocean 
quite to myself. Here and there I 
met a shepherd, lying flat on his 
stomach in the sun, while his sheep, 
in extreme dishabille (shearing time 
being recent), went huddling in front 
of me asI approached. Far below, on 
the blue ocean, like a fly on a table of 
lapis, crawled a little steamer, carry- 
ing people from Etretal to the races. 
I seemed to go much faster, yet the 
steamer got to Fécamp before me. 
But I stopped to gossip with a shep- 
herd on a grassy hillside, and to ad- 
mire certain little villages which are 
niched in small, transverse, seaward- 
sloping valleys. The shepherd told 
me that he had been farm-servant to 
the same master for five and-thirty 
years—ever since the age of ten; and 
that for thirty-five summers he had fed 
his flock upon those downs. I don’t 
know whether his sheep were tired 
of their dict, but he professed himself 
very tired of his life. I remarked that 


FROM NORMANDY TO THE PYRENEES. 


[JANUARY, 


in fine weather it must be charming, 
and he observed, with humility, that to 
thirty-five summers there went several 
rainy days. 

The walk to Fécamp would be purely 
delightful if it were not for the 
Jonds. The fonds are the transverse 
valleys just mentioned—the channels, 
for the most part, of small water- 
courses which discharge themsclves in- 
to thesea. The downs subside, precipi- 
tately,to the level of the beach, and then 
slowly lift their grassy shoulders on the 
other side of the gully. As the cliffs 
are of immense height, these indenta- 
tions are profound, and drain off a little 
of the exhilaration of the too clastic 
pedestrian. The first fonds trike him 
as delightfully picturesque, and he is 
down the long slope on one side and 
up the gigantic hump on the other 
before he has time to feel hot. But 
the second is greeted with that tem- 
pered empressement with which you 
bow in the street to an acquaintance 
with whom you have met half an hour 
before; the third is a stale repetition; 
the fourth is decidedly one too many, 
and the fifth is sensibly exasperating. 
The fonds, in a word, are very tire- 
some. It was, if I remember rightly, 
in the bottom of the last and widest 
of the series that I discovered the 
little town of Yport. Every little 
fishing village on the Norman coast 
has, within the last ten years, set up 
in business as a watering-place; and, 
though one might fancy that Nature 
had condemned Yport to modest ob- 
scurity, it is plain that she has no idea 
of being out of the fashion. But she 
is a miniature imitation of her rivals. 
She has a meagre little wood behind 
her and an evil-smelling beach, on 
which bathing is possible only at the 
highest tide. At the scorching mid- 
day hour at which I inspected her she 
seemed absolutely empty, and the 
ocean, beyond acres of slippery sea- 
weed, looked very far away. She has 
everything that a properly appointed 
station de bains should have, but every- 
thing is on a Lilliputian scale. The 
whole place looked like a huge Nii- 
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remburg toy. There is a diminutive 
hotel, in which, properly, the head 
waiter should be a pigmy and the 
chambermaid a sprite, and beside it 
there is a Casino on the smallest pos- 
sible scale. Everything about the 
Casino is so harmoniously undersized 
that it seems a matter of course that 
the newspapers in the reading-room 
should be printed in the very finest 
type. Of course there is a reading- 
room, and a dancing-room, and a café, 
and a billiard-room, with a bagatelle 
board instead of a table, and a little 
terrace on which you may walk up and 
down with very short steps. I hope 
the prices are as tiny as everything 
else, and I suspect, indeed, that Yport 
honestly claims, not that she is attrac- 
tive, but that she is cheap. 

I toiled up the perpendicular cliff 
again, and took my way over the grass, 
for another hour, to Fécamp, where I 
found the peculiarities of Yport di- 
rectly reversed. The place is a huge, 
straggling village, seated along a wide, 
shallow bay, and adorned, of course, 
with the classic Casino and the row of 
hotels. But all this is on a very brave 
scale, though it is not manifest that 
the bravery of Fécamp has won a vic- 
tory; and, indeed, the local attractions 
did not strike me as irresistible. A 
pebbly beach of immense length, fenced 
off from the town by a grassy embank- 
ment; a Casino of a bold and unsociable 
aspect; a principal inn, with an inter- 
minable brown facade, suggestive some- 
how of an asylum or an almshouse— 
such are the most striking features 
of this particular watering-place. 
There are magnificent cliffs on each 
side of the bay, but, as the French say, 
without impropriety, it is the devil to 
get to them, There was no one in the 
hotel, in the Casino, or on the beach; 
the whole town being in the act of 
climbing the further cliff, to reach 
the downs on which the races were to 
be held. The green hillside was black 
with trudging spectators and the long 
sky line was fretted with them. When 
I say there was no one at the inn, I 
forget the gentleman at the door who 
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informed me positively that he would 
give me no breakfast; he seemed to 
have staid at home from the races ex- 
pressly to give himself this pleasure. 
But I went further and fared better, 
and procured a meal of homely suc- 
culence, in an unfashionable tavern, in 
a back street, where the wine was 
sound, the cutlets tender, and the 
serving-maid rosy. Then I walked 
along—for a mile, it seemed— through 
a dreary, gray grand rue, where the 
sunshine was hot, the odors porten- 
tous, and the doorsteps garnished with 
aged fishwives, retired from busi- 
ness, whose plaited linen coifs looked 
picturesquely white, and their faces 
picturesquely brown. I inspected the 
harbor and its goodly basin—with 
nothing in it—and certain pink and 
blue houses, which surround it, and 
then, joining the last stragglers, I 
clambered up the side of the cliff to 
the downs. 


The races had already begun, 
and the ring of spectators was 
dense. I picked out some of the 


smallest people, looked over their 
heads, and saw several young farmers, 
in parti-colored jackets, and very red 
in the face, bouncing up and down on 
handsome cart-horses. Satiated at last 
with this diversion, I turned away and 
wandered down the hill again; and 
after strolling through the streets of 
Fécamp, and gathering not a little of 
the wayside entertainment that a sea- 
port and fishing town always yields, I 
repaired to the Abbey church, a mon- 
ument of some importance, and almost 
as great an object of pride in the town 
as the Casino. The Abbey of Fé- 
camp was once a very rich and power- 
ful establishment, but nothing remains 
of it now save its church and its trap- 
pistine. The church, which is for the 
most part early Gothic, is very stately 
and picturesque, and the trappistine, 
which is a distilled liquor of the Char- 
treuse family, is much prized by peo- 
ple who take a little glass after their 
coffee. By the time I had done with 
the Abbey, the townsfolk had slid 
ea masse down the cliff again, the yel- 
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low afternoon had come, and the holi- 
day takers, before the wine-shops, made 
long and lively shadows. I hired a 
sort of two-wheeled gig, without a 
board, and drove back to Etretal in the 
rosy stage of evening. The gig dan- 
dled me up and down in a fashion of 
which I had been unconscious since 
I left off baby-clothes; but the drive, 
through the charming Norman coun- 
try, over roads which lay among the 
peaceful meadows like paths amid a 
park, was altogether delightful. The 
sunset gave a deeper mellowness to the 
standing crops, and in the grassiest 
corner of the wayside villages. the 
young men and maidens were danc- 
ing like the figures in vignette illus- 
trations of classic poets. 





Il. 

You may say there is nothing in 
this very commonplace adventure to 
sentimentalize about, and that when 
one plucks sentimentally a brand from 
the burning one should pick out a 
more valuable one. I certainly call it 
a picked day, at any rate, when I went 
to breakfast at St. Jouin, at the beau- 
tiful Ernestine’s. Don’t be alarmed; 
if I was just now too tame, I am not 
turning wild. The beautiful Ernestine 
is not my especial beauty, but every 
one’s, and to contemplate her charms 
you have only to order breakfast. 
They shine forth the more brilliantly 
in proportion as your order is liberal, 
and Ernestine is beautiful according 
as your bill is large. In this case she 
comes and smiles, really very hand- 
somely, around your table, and you 
feel some hesitation in accusing so 
well-favored a person of extortion. 
She keeps an inn at the end of a lane 
which diverges from the high road 
between Etretal and Havre, and it is 
an indispensable feature of your ‘‘sta- 
tion” at the former place that you 
choose some fine morning and seek her 
hospitality. She has been a celebrity 
these twenty years, and is no longer a 
simple maiden in her flower; but 
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twenty years, if they have diminished 
her early bloom, have richly augment- 
ed her museé. This is a collection of 
all the verses and sketches, the auto- 
graphs, photographs, monographs, 
and trinkets presented to the amiable 
hostess by admiring tourists. It cov- 
ers the walls of her sitting-room and 
fills half a dozen big albums which 
you look at while breakfast is being 
prepared, just as if you were await- 
ing dinner in genteel society. Most 
Frenchmen of the day whom one has 
heard of appear to have called at St. 
Jouin, and to have left their homages. 
Each of them has turned a compli- 
ment with pen or pencil, and you may 
see in a glass case on the parlor wall 
what Alexandre Dumas, Fils, thought 
of the landiady’s nose, and how seve- 
ral painters measured her ankles. 

Of course you must make this excur- 
sion in good company, and I aflirm that 
I was in the very best. The company 
prefers, equally of course, to have its 
breakfast in the orchard in front of 
the house; which, if the repast is good, 
will make it seem better still, and if 
it is poor, will carry off its poorness. 
Clever innkeepers should always make 
their victims (in tolerable weather) eat 
in the garden. I forget whether Er- 
nestine’s breakfast was _ intrinsically 
good or bad, but I distinctly remem- 
ber enjoying it, and making every- 
thing welcome. Everything, that is, 
save the party at the other table—the 
Paris actresses and the American gen- 
tlemen. The combination of these 
two classes of persons, individually so 
delightful, results in certain phenom- 
ena which seem less in harmony with 
appleboughs and summer breezes than 
with the gas lamps and thick per- 
fumes of a cabinet particulier, and yet 
it was characteristic of this odd mix- 
ture of things that Mlle. Ernestine, 
coming to chat with her customers, 
should bear a beautiful infant on her 
arm, and smile with artless pride on 
being assured of its filial resemblance 
to herself. She looked decidedly 
handsome as she caressed this start- 
ling attribute of quiet spinsterhood. 
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St. Jouia is close to the sea and to 
the finest cliffs in the world. One of my 
companions, who had laden the carri- 
age with his painting traps, went off 
into a sunny meadow to take the por- 
trait of a windmill, and I, choosing 
the better portion, wandered through 
a little green valley with the other. 
Ten minutes brought us to the edge of 
the cliffs, which at this point of the 
coast are simply sublime. I had been 
thinking the white sea-walls of Etre- 
tal the finest thing conceivable in this 
way, but the huge red porphoritic- 
looking masses of St. Jouin have an 
even grander character. I have rarely 
seen anything more picturesque. They 
are strange, fantastic, out of keeping 
with the country, and for some rather 
arbitrary reason suggested to me a 
Spanish or even African landscape. 
Certain sun-scorched precipices in 
Spanish Sierras must have very much 
the same warmth of tone and desola- 
tion of attitude. A very picturesque 
feature of the cliffs of St. Jouin is that 
they are double in height, as one may 
say. Falling to an immense depth, 
they encounter a certain outward 
ledge, or terrace, where they pause 
and play a dozen fantastic tricks, such 
as piling up rocks into the likeness of 
needles and watch-towers; then they 
plunge again, and in another splendid 
sweep descend to the beach. There 
was something very impressive in the 
way their evil brows, looking as if 
they were all stained with blood and 
rust, were bent upon the blue expanse 
of the sleeping sea. 


Il. 

In a month of beautiful weather at 
Etretal, every day was not an excursion, 
but every day seemed indeed a picked 
day. For that matter, as I lay on the 
beach watching the procession of the 
easy-going hours, I took a good many 
mental excursions. The one, per- 


haps, on which I oftenest started was 
a comparison between French manners, 
French habits, 


French types, and 
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These com- 


those of my native land. 
parisons are not invidious; I don't 
conclude against one party and in fa- 
vor of the other; as the French say, je 


constate simply. The French people 
about me were ‘‘ spending the summer” 
just as I had so often seen my fellow 
countrymen spend it, and it seemed to 
me, as it had seemed to me at home, that 
this operation places men and women 
under a sort of monstrous magnifying 
glass. The human figure has a higher 
relief in the country than in town, 
and I know of no place where psycho- 
logical studies prosper so as at the sea- 
side. I shall not pretend to relate 
my observations in the order in which 
they occurred to me (or indeed to re- 
late them in full at all); but I may say 
that one of the foremost was to this 
effect—that the summer question, for 
every one, had been more easily set- 
tled than it usually is at home. The 
solution of the problem of where to 
go had not been a thin-petalled rose, 
plucked from among particularly sharp- 
pointed thorns. People presented 
themselves with a calmness and fresh- 
ness very different from the haggard 
legacy of that fevered investigation 
which precedes the annual exodus of 
the American citizen and his family. 
This impression, with me, rests per- 
haps on the fact that most Frenchwo- 
men turned of thirty—the average 
wives and mothers—are so comfortabiy 
fat. I have never seen such massive 
feminine charms as among the mature 
baigneuses of Etratal. The lean and 
desiccated person into whom a dozen 
years of matrimony so often converts 
the blooming American girl has no ap- 
parent correlative in the French race. 
A majestic plumpness flourished all 
around me—the plumpness of triple 
chins and deeply dimpled hands. I 
mused upon it, and I concluded that it 
was the result of the best breakfasts 
and dinners in the world. It was the 
corpulence of ladies who are thorough- 
ly well fed, and who never walk a step 
that theycanspare. The assiduity with 
which the women of America measure 
the length of our democratic pavements 
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is doubtless a factor in their frequent 
absence of redundancy of outline. As 
a ‘‘regular boarder” at the Hotel 
Blanquet—pronounced by Anglo-Saxon 
visitors Blanket—I found myself ini- 
tiated into the mysteries of the French 
dietary system. I assent to the com- 
mon tradition that the French are a 
temperate people, so long as it is un- 
derstood in this sense—that they eat 
no more than they want to. But they 
want to eat so much! Their capacity 
strikes me as enormous, and we our- 
selves, if we are less regulated, are cer- 
tainly much more slender consumers. 
The American breakfast has, I be- 
lieve, long been a subject of irony to the 
foreign observer; but the American 
breakfast is an ascetic meal compared 
with the French déjeuner a@ la four- 
chette. The latter, indeed, is simply 
a dinner without soup; it differs nei- 
ther generically nor specifically from 
the evening repast. If it excludes 
soup, it includes eggs, prepared in a 
hundred forms; and if it proscribes 


champagne, it admits beer in foaming 
pitchers, so that the balance is fairly 


preserved. I think it is rarely that an 
American will not feel a certain sym- 
pathetic heaviness in the reflection 
that a French family that sits down at 
half past eleven to fish and entrées and 
roasts, to asparagus and beans, to sal- 
ad and dessert, and cheese and coffee, 
proposes to do exactly the same thing 
at dinner time. But we may be sure 
at any rate that the dinner will be as 
good as the breakfast, and that the 
breakfast has nothing to fear from 
prospective comparison with the din- 
ner; and we may further reflect that 
in a country where eating is a pecu- 
liarly unalloyed pleasure it is natural 
that this pleasure should be prolonged 
and reiterated. Nothing is more no- 
ticeable among the French than their 
superior intelligence in dietary mat- 
ters; every one seems naturally a judge, 
a dilettante. They have analyzed tastes 
and savors to a finer point than we; 
they are aware of differences snd rela- 
tions of which we take no heed, Ob- 
serve a Frenchman of any age and of 


FROM NORMANDY TO THE PYRENEES. 


(JANUARY, 


any station (I have been quite as much 
struck with it in the very young men 
as in the old) as he orders his break- 
fast or his dinner at a Parisian restau- 
rant, and you will perceive that the 
operation is much more solemn than it 
is apt to be in New York or in Lon- 
don. (In London, indeed, it is intel- 
lectually positively brutal.) Monsieur 
has, in a word, a certain ideal for that 
particular repast, and it will make a 
difference in his happiness whether the 
kidneys, for instance, of a certain 
style, are chopped to the ultimate or 
only to the penultimate smallness. His 
directions and admonitions to the wait- 
er are therefore minute and exquisite, 
and eloquently accentuated by the pres- 
sure of thumb and forefinger; and it 
must be added that the imagination of 
the waiter is usually quite worthy of the 
refined communion thus opened to it. 

This subtler sense of quality is 
observable even among those classes 
in which in other countries it is gen- 
erally forestalled by a depressing con- 
sciousness on the subject of quantity. 
Watch your Parisian porter and his 
wife at their mid-day meal, as you pass 
up and down stairs. They are not 
satisfying nature upun green tea and 
potatoes; they are seated before a meal 
which has been reasoned out, which, 
on its modest scale, is served in 
courses, and has a beginning, a middle, 
and an end. Iwill not say that the 
French sense of comfort is confined to 
the philosophy of nutrition, but it is 
certainly higher at this point (and per- 
haps one other) than it is elsewhere. 
French people must have a good dinner 
and a good bed; but they are willing 
that the bed should be stationed and 
the dinner be eaten in the most un- 
pleasant neighborhoods. Your por- 
ter and his wife dine grandly and sleep 
soft in their lodge, but their lodge is in 
all probability a fetid black hole, five 
feet square, in which, in England or 
in America, people of their talents 
would never consent to live. French 
people consent to live in the dark, to 
huddle together, to forego privacy, and 
to let bad smells grow great among 
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them. They have an accursed passion 
for coquettish furniture: for cold, 
brittle chairs, for tables with scolloped 
edges, for ottomans without backs, for 
fireplaces muffled in plush and fringe 
and about as cheerful as a festooned 
hearse. A French bedroom is a bitter 
mockery—a ghastly attempt to serve 
two masters which succeeds in being 
agreeable to neither. It is a thing of 
traps and delusions, constructed on 
the assumption that it is inelegant to 
be known to wash or to sleep, and yet 
pervaded with suggestions of unclean- 
ness compared with which a _ well- 
wrung bathing sponge, well en evidence, 
is a delightful symbol of purity. This 
comes of course from that supreme 
French quality, the source of half the 
charm of the French mind as well of 
all its dryness, the genius for econ- 
omy. It is wasting a room to let it be 


a bedroom alone; so it must be trick- 
ed out as an ingeniously contrived 
sitting-room, and ends by being (in 
many cases) insufferable both by night 
and by day. 


But allowing all weight 
to these latter reflections, it is still 
very possible that the French have the 
better part. If you are well fed, you 
can perhaps afford to be ill lodged; 
whereas, I doubt whether enjoyment 
of the most commodious apartments is 
compatible with inanition and dys- 
pepsia. 


IV. 

Ir I had not cut short my mild re- 
trospect by these possibly milder gen- 
eralizations, I should have touched 
lightly upon some of the social phe- 
nomena of which the little beach at 
Etretal was the scene. I shall have 
narrated that the French, at the sea- 
side, are not ‘‘ sociable” as Americans 
affect to be in a similar situation, and 
I should subjoin that at Etretal it 
was very well on the whole that they 
were not. The immeasurably greater 
simplicity of composition of American 
society makes sociability with us a 
comparatively untaxed virtue; but 
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anything like an equal exercise of it 
in France would be attended with 
alarming perils and inconveniences. 
Sociability (in the American sense of 
the word) in any aristocratic country 
would indeed be very much like an 
attempt to establish visiting relations 
between birds and fishes. At Etretal 
no making of acquaintance was ob- 
servable; people went about in com- 
pact, cohesive groups, of natural for- 
mation, governed doubtless, internally, 
by humane regulation, but presenting 
to the world an impenetrable defen- 
sive front. These groups usually 
formed a solid phalanx about two or 
three young girls, compressed into 
the centre, the preservation of whose 
innocence was their chief solicitude. 
Here, doubtless, the groups were act- 
ing wisely, for with half a dozen co- 
cottes, in scarlet petticoats, scattered 
over the sunny, harmless looking 
beach, what were mammas and duen- 
nas todo? In order that there should 
be a greater number of approachable- 
irreproachable young girls in France 
there must first be a smaller number 
of cocottes. It is not impossible, in- 
deed, that if the approachable-irre- 
proachable young ladies were more 
numerous, the cocottes would be less 
numerous. If by some ingenious 
sumptuary enactment the latter class 
could be sequestrated or relegated to 
the background for a certain period— 
say ten years—the latter might in- 


* crease and multiply, and quite, in vul- 


gar parlance, get the start of it. 

And yet after all this is a rath- 
er superticial reflection, for the ex- 
cellent reason that the very nar- 
row peep at life allowed to young 
French girls is not regarded, either 
by the young girls themselves or 
by those who have their felicity 
most at heart, as a grave privation. 
The case is not nearly so hard as it 
would be with us, for there is this im- 
mense difference between the lot of 
the jeune fille and her American sister, 
that the former may as a general 
thing be said to be certain to marry. 
** Ay, to marry ill,” the Anglo-Saxon 
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objector may reply. But the objec- 
tion is precipitate; for if French mar- 
riages are almost always arranged, it 
must be added that they are in the ma- 
jority of cases arranged well. There- 
fore, if a jeune fille is for three or four 
years ticd with a very short rope and 
compelled to browse exclusively upon 
the meagre herbage which sprouts in 
the maternal shadow, she has at least 
the comfort of reflecting that accord- 
ing to the native phrase, on s’oceupe de 
la marier—that measures are being 
carefully taken to promote her to a con- 
dition of unbounded liberty. What- 
ever, to her imagination, marriage 
may fail to mean, it at Icast means 
freedom and consideration. It does 
not mean, as it so often means in 
America, being socially shelved—and 
it is not too much to say, in certain 
circles, degraded; it means being so- 
cially launched and consecrated. It 
means becoming that exalted person- 
age, a mére de famille. To be a mére 
de famille is to occupy not simply (as 
is rather the case with us) a sentimen- 
tal, but a really official position. The 
consideration, the authority, the do- 
mestic pomp and circumstance allotted 
to a French mamma are in striking 
contrast with the amiable tolerance 
which in our own social order is so 
often the most liberal measure that 
the female parent may venture to ex- 
pect at her children’s hands, and 
which, on the part of the young, 
lady of eighteen who represents the 
fam‘ly in society, is not infrequently 
tempered by a conscientious severity. 
All this is worth waiting for, especial- 
ly if you have not to wait very long. 
Mademoiselle is married certainly, and 
married early, and she is sufficiently 
well informed to know, and to be sus- 
tained by the knowledge, that the sen- 
timental expansion which may not 
take place at present will have an open 
field after her marriage. That it should 
precede her marriage seems to her 
as unnatural as that she should put on 
her shoes before her stockings. And 
besides all this, to browse in the ma- 
ternal shadow is not considered in the 
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least a hardship. A young French 
girl who is bien élevée—an expression 
which means so much—will be sure to 
consider her mother’s company the 
most delightful in the world, and to 
think that the herbage which sprouts 
about this lady’s petticoats is peculiar- 
ly tender and succulent. It may be 
fanciful, but it often seems to me that 
the tone with which such a young 
girl says Ma mére has a peculiar inten- 
sity of meaning. I am at least not 
rong in affirming that in the accent 
with which the mamma—especially if 
she be of the well-rounded order 
alluded to above—speaks of Ma /jille 
there is a kind of sacerdotal dignity. 


V. 

Arter this came two or three pic- 
tures of quite another complexion— 
pictures of which a long green valley, 
almost in the centre of France, makes 
the general setting. The valley itself, 
indeed, forms one delightful picture, 
although the country which surrounds 
it is by no means a show region. It is 
the old region of the Gitinais, which 
has plenty of history, but no great 
beauty. It is very still, deliciously 
rural, and immitigably French. Nor- 
mandy is Norman, Gascony is Gascon, 
but this is France itself—the typical, 
average, ‘‘ pleasant” France of his- 
tory, literature, and art—of art, of 
landscape art, perhaps, especially. 
Wherever I look in the country I seem 
to see one of the familiar pictures on 
a dealer’s wall—a Lambinet, a Troyon, 
a Daubigny, a Diaz, The Lambincts 
perhaps are in the majority; the mood 
of the landscape usually expresses it- 
self in silvery lights and vivid greens, 
The history of this part of France is 
the history of the monarchy, and its 
language is, I won’t say absolutely the 
classic tongue, but a nearer approach 
to it than any local patois, The pea- 
sants deliver themselves with rather a 
drawl, but what they speak is good 
clean French that any cockney can un- 
derstand, which is more than can be 
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said sometimes for the violent jargon 
that emanates from the fishing folk of 
Etretal. 

Each side of the long valley is 
a long low ridge, which offers it a 
high, bosky horizon, and through the 
middle of it there flows a charming 
stream, wandering, winding, and dou- 
bling, smothered here and there in 
rocks, and spreading into lily-coated 
reaches, beneath the clear shadow of 
tall, straight, light-leaved trees. On 
each side of the stream the meadows 
stretch away flat, clean, and magnifi- 
cent, lozenged across with rows of so- 
ber foliage under which a cow-maiden 
sits on the grass hooting now and then, 
nasally, to the large uddered browsers 
in front of her. There are no hedges, 
nor palings, nor walls; it is all a sin- 
gle estate. Here and there in the 
meadows stands a cluster of red-roofed 
hovels—each a diminutive village. At 
other points, at about half an hour’s 
walk apart, are three charming old 
houses. The chateaux are extremely 
different, but, both picturesquely and 
conveniently, each has its points. 
They are very intimate with each 
other, so that these points may be 
amicably discussed. The points in 
one case, however, are remarkably 
strong. The chiteau stands directly 
in the little river I have mentioned, on 
an island just great enough to hold it, 
and the garden flowers grow upon the 
further bank. This, of course, is a 
most delightful affair. But I found 
something very agreeable in the aspect 
of one of the others, when I made it 
the goal of certain of those walks be- 
fore breakfast which of cool mornings 
in the late summer do not fall into the 
category of ascetic pleasures, (In 
France, indeed, if one did not do a 
great many things before breakfast, 
the work of life would be but meager- 
ly performed.) 

The dwelling in question stands on 
the top of the long ridge which en- 
closes the comfortable valley to the 
south, being by its position quite in 
the midst of its appurtenant acres. 
It is not particularly ‘‘ kept up,” 





but its quiet rustiness and untrim- 
medness only help it to be pictur- 
esque. A grassy plateau approaches 
it from the edge of the hill, bordered 
on one side by a short avenue of horse- 
chestnuts, and on the other by a 
dusky wood. Beyond the chestnuts 
are the steep-roofed, yellow-walled 
farm buildings, and under cover of the 
wood a stretch of beaten turf, where, 
on Sundays and holidays, the farm- 
servants play at bowls. Directly be- 
fore the chateau is a little square gar- 
den enclosed by a low stone parapct, 
interrupted by a high gateway of 
mossy pillars and iron arabesques, the 
whole of it overclambered by flower- 
ing vines. The house, with its yel- 
low walls and russet roof, is ample 
and substantial; it is a very proper 
gentilhommiére. In a corner of the 
garden, at the angle of the parapet, 
rises that classic emblem of rural gen- 
tility, the pigeonnier, the old stone 
dovecote. It isa great round tower, 
as broad of base as a lighthouse, with 
its roof shaped like an extinguisher, 
and a big hole in its upper portion, in 
and out of which a dove is always flut- 
tering. 

You see all this from the windows 
of the drawing-room. Be sure that 
the drawing-room is pannelled in 
white and gray, with old rococo 
moulding over the doorways and man- 
tlepiece. The open garden gateway, 
with its tangled vines, makes a frame 
for the picture that lies beyond the 
little grassy esplanade where the thiis- 
tles have been suffered to grow around 
a disused stone well, placed at quaint 
remoteness from the house (if, indeed, 
it is not arelic of an earlier habita- 
tion), a picture of a wide green coun- 
try rising beyond the unseen valley, 
and stretching away to a far horizon 
in deep blue lines of wood. Behind, 
through other windows, you look out 
on the gardens proper. There are 
places that take one’s fancy by some ac- 
cident of expression, by some mystery 
of accident. This one is high and 
breezy, both sunny and shady, plain 
yet picturesque, extremely cheerful, 
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and a little melancholy. It has what 
in the arts is called ‘‘ style,” and so it 
took mine. 

Going to call on the peasants was 
as charming an affair as a chapter in 
one of George Sand’s rural tales. I 
went one Sunday morning with my 
hostess, who knew them well and en- 
gaged their most garrulous confidence. 
I don’t mean that they told her all their 
secrets, but they told her a good many ; 
if the French peasant is a simpleton, 
he is a very shrewd simpleton, At 
any rate, of a Sunday morning in Au- 
gust, when he is stopping at home 
from work, and he has put on his best 
jacket and trowsers, and is loafing at 
the door of his neighbor’s cabin, he is 
a very charming person. The pea- 
santry in the region I speak of had 
admirably good manners. The curé 
gave me a low account of their morals; 
by which he meant, on the whole, [ 
suspect, that they were moderate 
church-goers. But they have the in- 
stinct of civility and a talent for con- 
versation; they know how to play the 
host and the entertainer. By ‘‘ he,” 
just now, I meant se quite as much; 
it is rare that, in speaking superla- 
tively of the French, in any connec- 
tion, one does not think of the wo- 
men even more than of the men. 
They constantly strike the foreigner 
as a stronger expression of the quali- 
ties of the race. On the occasion I 
speak of the first room in the very 
humble cabins I successively visited— 
in some cases, evidently, it was the 
only room—had been set into irre- 
proachable order for the day. It had 
usually a sort of brown-toned pic- 
turesqueness, begotten of the high 
chimney-place, with its swinging pots, 
the important bed, in 1ts dusky niche, 
with its flowered curtains, the big- 
bellied earthenware on the cupboard, 
the long-legged clock in the corner, 
the thick, quiet light of the small, 
deeply-set window; the mixture, on 
all things, of smoke-stain and the 
polish of horny hands. Into the 
midst of this ‘‘la Rabillon” or ‘‘la 
Meére Léger ” brings forward her chairs 
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and begs us to be seated, and seating 
herself, with crossed hands, smiles 
handsomely and answers abundantly 
all questions about her cow, her hus- 
band, her bees, her eggs, and her 
last-born. The men linger half out- 
side and half in, with their shoulders 
against dressers and door-posts; every 
one smiles, with that simple, clear- 
eyed smile of the gratified peasant; 
they talk much more like George 
Sand’s Berrichons than might be sup- 
posed. And if they receive us with- 
out gross awkwardness, they speed 
us on our way with proportionate ur- 
banity. I go to six or cight little 
hovels, all of them dirty outside and 
clean within; I am entertained every- 
where with the bonhomie, the quaint- 
ness, the good faces aad good man- 
ners of their occupants, and I finish 
my tour with an esteem for my new 
acquaintance which is not diminished 
by learning that several of them have 
thirty or forty thousand francs securcly 
laid by. 

And yet, as I say, M. le Curé thinks 
they are in a bad way, and he knows 
something about them. M. le Curé, 
too, is not a dealer in scandal; there 
is something delightfully quaint in the 
way in which he deprecates an un- 
Christian construction of his words. 
There is more than one curé in the 
valley whose charms I celebrate; but 
the worthy priest of whom I speak is 
the pearl of the local priesthood. He 
has been accused, I believe, of pre- 
tentions to what is called illuminisme; 
but even in his most illuminated mo- 
ments it can never occur to him that 
he has been chronicled in an Ameri- 
can magazine, and therefore it is not 
indiscreet to say that he is the curé, 
not of Gy, but of the village nearest 
to Gy. I write this sentence half for 
the pleasure of putting down that brief- 
est of village names and seeing how 
it looks in print. But it may be elon- 
gated at will, and yet be only im- 
proved. If you wish to be very spe- 
cific, you may call it Gy-les-Nonnains 
—Gy of the Little Nuns. I went with 
my hostess, another morning, to call 
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upon M. le Cur¢é, who himself opened 
his garden door to us (there was a 
crooked little black cross perched up- 
on it), and, lifting his rusty calotte, 
stood there a moment in the sunshine, 
smiling a greeting more benignant 
than words. 

A rural preshytére is not a very 
sumptuous dwelling, and M. le Curé’s 
little drawing room reminded me of 
a Yankee parlor (minus the sub- 
scription books from Hartford, on the 
centre-table) in some out-of-the-way 
corner of New England. But he took 
us into his very diminutive garden, and 
showed us an ornament that would not 
have flourished in the shade of a Yan- 
kee parlor—a rude stone image of the 
Virgin, which he had become possessed 
of I know not how, and for which he 
was building a sort of niche in the 
wall. The work was going on slowly, 
for he must take the labor as he could 
get it; but he appealed to his visitors, 
with a smile of indulgent irony, for 
an assurance that his little structure 
would not make too bad a figure. 
One of them told him that she would 
send him some white flowers to set 
out round his statue; whereupon he 
clasped his hands together over his 
snuff-box and expressed cheerful views 
of the world we live in. A couple of 
days afterward he came to breakfast, 
and, of course, he arrived early, in his 
new cassock and band. I found him 
in the billiard-room, walking up and 
down alone, and reading his breviary. 
The combination of the locality, the 
personage, and the occupation made 
me smile; and I smiled again when, 
after breakfast, I found him walking 
up and down the garden, puffing a 
cigarette. Of course he had an ex- 
cellent appetite; but there is some- 
thing rather cruel in those alternations 
of diet to which the French parish 
priest is subjected. At home he lives 
like a peasant—a fact which, in itself, 
is not particularly cruel, inasmuch as 
he is usually a peasant born. But his 
fellow peasants don’t breakfast at the 
chiteau and gaze adown the savory 
vistas opened by cutlets a la Soubise. 
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They have not the acute pain of being 
turned back into the stale atmosphere 
of bread and beans. Of course it is 
by no means every day or every week 
even that M. le Curé breakfasts at the 
chateau ; but there must nevertheless be 
a certain uncomfortable crookedness 
in his position. He lives like a labor- 
er, and yet he is treated like a gentle- 
man. The latter character must seem 
to him sometimes a rather heavy irony 
on the other. But to the ideal curé, 
of course, all characters are equal; he 
thinks neither too ill of his bad break 
fasts, nor too well of his good ones, 
I won’t say that the excellent man I 
speak of is the ideal curé, but I sus- 
pect he is an approach to it; he has a 
grain of epicureanism to an ounce of 
stoicism. Inthe garden path, beside 
the moat, while he puffed his cigarette, 
he told me how he had held up his 
head to the Prussians; for, hard as it 
seemed to believe it, that pastoral val- 
ley had been occupied by ravaging 
Teutons. According to this recital, 
he had spoken his mind civilly, but 
most distinctly, to the group of officers 
who had made themselves at home in 
his dwelling—had informed them that 
it grieved him profoundly that he was 
obliged to meet them standing there 
in his cassock, and not out in the fields 
with a musket in his hands and a dozen 
congenial spirits at his side. The scene 
must have been picturesque. The first 
of the officers got up from table and 
asked for the privilege of shaking 
his hand. ‘*M. le Curé,” he said, 
‘*j’estime hautement votre caract?re.” 

Six miles away—or nearer, by 4 
charming shaded walk along a canal— 
was an ancient town with a legend— 
a legend which, as a child, I read in 
my lesson-book at school, marvelling 
at the wood-cut above it, in which a 
ferocious dog was tearing a strange 
man to picces, while the king and 
his courtiers sat by as if they were 
at the circus. I allude to it chiefly in 
order to mention the name of one of 
its promenades, which is the stateliest, 
beyond all comparison, in the world; 
the name, I mean, not the street. The 
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latter is called Les Belles Manitres. 
Could anything be finer than that ? 
With what a sweep gentlemen must 
once have taken off their hats there; 
how ladies must once have curtsied, 
regardless of gutters, and how people 
must have turned up their toes as they 
walked ! 


My next impressions were gathered 
on the margin of a southern sea—if 
the Bay of Biscay indeed deserves so 
soft-sounding aname. We gencrally 
have a mental image beforehand of 
a place we think of going to, and I 
supposed I had a tolerably vivid pre- 
vision of Biarritz. Idon’t know why, 
but I had a singular sense of having 
been there; the name always seemed 
to me expressive. I saw the way it 


lay along its gleaming beach; I had 
taken in imagination the long walks 
toward Spain over the low cliffs, with 


the blue sea always to my right, and 
the blue Pyrenees always before me. 
My only fear was that my mental pic- 
ture was not brilliant enough; but 
this could easily be touched up on the 
spot. In truth, however, I was exclu- 
sively occupied in toning it down. 
Biarritz seemed to be decidedly below 
its reputation; I em at a loss to sce 
how its reputation was made. There 
is a partial explanation that is obvious 
enough. ‘There is a low, square, bare 
brick mansion seated on the sands, 
under shelter of a cliff; it is one of 
the first objects to attract the attention 
of an arriving stranger. It is not pic- 
turesque, it isnot romantic, and even in 
the days of its prosperity it never can 
have been impressive. It is called the 
Villa Eugtnie, and it explains in a 
great measure, as I say, the Biarritz 
which the arriving stranger, with 
some dismay, perceives about him. It 
has the aspect of one of the ‘‘ cottages” 
of Newport during the winter season, 
and is surrounded by an even scanti- 
er umbrage than usually flourishes 
in the vicinity of those establishments. 
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It was what the newspapers call the 
‘*favorite resort” of the ex-Empress 
of the French, who might have been 
seen at her imperial avocations with 
a good glass at any time from the 
Casino. The Casino, I hasten to add, 
has quite the air of an establishment 
frequented by gentlemen who look on 
ladies’ windows with telescopes. 
There are Casinos and Casinos, and 
that of Biarritz is, in the summary 
French phrase, ‘*impossible.” Except 
for its view, it is moreover very unat- 
tractive. Perched on the top of a 
cliff which has just space enough to 
hold its immense brick foundations, 
it has no garden, no promenade, no 
shade, no place of out-of-door reunion 
—the most indispensable feature of a 
Casino. It turns its back to the Py- 
renees and to Spain, and looks out 
prettily enough over a blue ocean to 
an arm of the low French coast. 
Biarritz, for the rest, scrambles 
over two or three steep hills, direct- 
ly above the sea, in a promiscuous, 
many-colored, noisy fashion. It is a 
watering-place, pure and simple; every 
house has an expensive little shop in 
the basement, and a still more expen- 
sive set of rooms to let above stairs. 
The houses are blue, and pink, and 
green; they stick to the hillsides as 
they can, and being near Spain, you 
try to fancy they look Spanish. You 
succeed perhaps, even a little, and are 
rewarded for your zeal by finding, 
when you cross the border a few days 
afterward, that the houses at San Se- 
bastian look strikingly French. Biar- 
ritz is bright, crowded, irregular, 
filled with many sounds, and not with- 
out a certain second-rate picturesque- 
ness; but it struck me as common and 
cocknified, and my vision travelled 
back to modest little Etretal, by its 
northern seh, as to a more truly delect- 
able resting-place. The southwestern 
coast of France has little of the exqui- 
site charm of the Mediterranean shore. 
It has of course 2 southern expression 
which in itself is always delightful. 
You see a brilliant, yellow sun, with a 
pink-faced, red-tiled house staring up 
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at it. You can see here and there a 
trellis and an orange tree, a peasant 
woman in gold necklace, driving a 
donkey, a lame beggar adorned with 
ear-rings, a glimpse of blue sea be- 
tween white garden walls. But the 
superabundant detail of the French 
Rivicra is wanting; the softness, luxu- 
riousness, enchantment, 

The most picturesque thing at Biar- 
ritz is the Basque population, which 
overflows from the adjacent Spanish 
provinces and swarms in the crooked 
streets. It lounges all day in the public 
places, sprawls upon the curbstones, 
clings to the face of the cliffs, and vocif- 
erates continually in a shrill, strange 
tongue, which has no discoverable affin- 
ity with any other. The Basques look 
like the hardier and thriftier Neapoli- 
tan lazzaroni; if the superficial resem- 
blance is striking, the difference is very 
much in their favor. Although those 
specimens which I observed at Biar- 
ritz appeared to enjoy an excess of 
leisure, they had nothing of a shiftless 
or beggarly air, and seemed as little 


disposed to ask favors as to confer 


them. The roads leading into Spain 
were dotted with them, and here they 
were coming and going asif on im- 
portant business—the business of the 
abominable Don Carlos himself. They 
struck me as a very handsome race. 
The men are invariably clean shaved; 
smooth chins seem a positively religious 
observance. They wear little round, 
maroon-colored caps, like those of sail- 
or-boys, dark stuff shirts, and curious 
white shoes, made of strips of rope 
laid together—an article of toilet 
which makes them look like honorary 
members of base-ball clubs. They 
sling their jackets, cavalier fashion, 
over one shoulder, hold their heads 
very high, swing their arms very 
bravely, step out very lightly, and 
when you meet them in the country at 
eventide, charging down a hillside in 
companies of half a dozen, make al- 
together a most impressive appearance, 
With their smooth chins and childish 
caps, they may be taken, in the dis- 
tauce, for a lot of very naughty little 
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boys. They have always a cigarette 
in their teeth. 

The best thing at Biarritz is your op- 
portunity for driving over into Spain. 
Coming speedily to a consciousness of 
this fact, I found a charm in sitting in 
a landau and rolling away to San Sebas- 
tian, behind a driver in a high glazed 
hat with long streamers, a jacket of 
scarlet and silver, and a psir of yellow 
breeches and of jack-boots. If it has 
been the desire of one's heart and the 
dream of one’s life to visit the land of 
Cervantes, even grazing it so lightly 
as by a day’s excursion from Biarritz 
is a matter to set one romancing. 
Everything helping—the admirable 
scenery, the charming day, my oper- 
atic coachman, and smooth-rolling 
carriage—I am afraid I romanced more 
than it is decent to tell of. You face 
teward the beautifully outlined mass 
of the Pyrenees, as if you were going 
to plunge straight into them, but in 
reality you travel beneath them and 
beside them; you pass between their 
expiring spurs and the sea, It is on 
proceeding beyond San _ Scbastian 
that you seriously attack them. But 
they are already extremely picturesque 
—none the less so that in this region 
they abound in suggestion of the re- 
cent Carlist war. Their far-away 
peaks and ridges are crowned with 
lonely Spanish watch-towers and their 
lower slopes are dotted with demolish- 
ed dwellings. It was hereabouts that 
the fighting was most constant. But 
the healing powers of nature are as re- 
markable as the destructive powers of 
man, and the rich September land- 
scape appeared already to have forgot- 
ten the injuries of yesterday. Every- 
thing seemed to mea savory forctaste 
of Spain. I discovered an uncon- 
scionable amount of local color. I 
discovered it at St. Jean de Luz, the 
last French town, in a great brown 
church, filled with galleries and boxes, 
like a playhouse—the altar and chair, 
indeed, looked very much like a pro- 
scenium; at Bohebia, on the Bidassoa, 
the small yellow stream which divides 
France from Spain, and which at this 





108 


point offers to view the celebrated 
Isle of Pheasants, a little bushy strip of 
earth adorned with a decayed commem- 
orative monument, on which, in the sev- 
enteenth century, the affairs of Louis 
XIV. and his brother monarch were 
discussed in ornamental conference; 
at Fuentarabia (glorious name), a moul- 
dering relic of Spanish stateliness; at 
Hondaye, at Irun, at Renteria, and 
finally at San Sebastian. At all of 
these wayside towns the houses show 
marks of Alphonsist bullets (the region 
was strongly Carlist); but to be rid- 
dled and battered seems to carry out 
the meaning of the pompous old es- 
cutcheons carven above the doorways, 
some of them covering almost half the 
house. It seemed to me, in fact, that 
the narrower and shabbier was the 
poor little dusky dwelling, the grand- 
er and more elaborate was this noble 
advertisement. But it stood for knight- 
ly prowess, and pitiless Time had 
taken up the challenge. I found it 
fine work to rumble through the nar- 
row single street of Irun and Renteria, 
between the strange-colored houses, 
the striped awnings, the universal bal- 
conies, and the heraldic doorways. 
San Sebastian is a lively watering- 
place, and is set down in the guide- 
books as the Biarritz or the Brighton 
of Spain. It has of course a new 
quarter in the provincial-elegant style 
(fresh stucco cafés, barber shops, and 
apartments to let), looking out upon 
a planted promenade and a charming 
bay, locked in fortified heights, with 
anarrow portal tothe ocean. I walked 
about for two or three hours, and de- 
voted most of my attention to the old 
quarter, the town proper, which has a 
great frowning gate upon the harbor, 
through which you look along a vista 
of gaudy house fronts, balconies, and 
awnings, surmounted by a narrow 
strip of sky. Here the local color 
was richer, the manners more naif. 
Here too was a church with a flamboy- 
ant Jesuit facade and an interior redo- 
lent of Spanish Catholicism. There 
was a life-sized effigy of the Virgin 
perched upon a table beside the great 
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altar (she appeared to have been walk- 
ing abroad in a procession), whom I 
looked at with extreme interest. She 
seemed to me a heroine, a solid Span- 
ish person, as perfect a reality as Don 
Quixote or St. Theresa. She was 
dressed in an extraordinary splendor 
of laces, brocades, and jewels, her 
coiffure and complexion were of the 
finest, and she evidently would an- 
swer to her name if you spoke to her. 
Improving the stateliest title I could 
think of, I addressed her as Dofia Ma- 
ria of the Holy Office; whereupon she 
looked round the great dusky, per- 
fumed church, to see whether we were 
alone, and then she dropped her 
fringed eyelids and held out her hand 
to be kissed. She was the Sentiment 
of Spanish Catholicism: gloomy, yet 
bedizened, emotional as a woman, and 
yet mechanical as a doll. After a mo- 
ment I grew afraid of her, and went 
slinking away. After this I didn’t 
really recover my spirits until I had 
the satisfaction of hearing myself ad- 
dressed as ‘‘Cabellero.” I was hailed 
with this epithet by a ragged infant, 
with sickly eyes and a cigarette in his 
lips, who invited me to cast a copper 
into the sea, that he might dive for it; 
and even with these limitations, the 
sensation seemed worth the cost of my 
excursion. It appeared kinder, to my 
gratitude, to make the infant dive 
upon the pavement. 

A few days later I went back to San 
Sebastian, to witness a bull fight; but 
I suppose my right to descant upon 
this entertainment should be measured 
less by the gratification it afforded me 
than by the question whether there is 
room in literature for another bull 
fight. I incline to think there is not; 
the Spanish diversion is the best de- 
scribed thing in the world. Besides, 
there are other reasons for not describ- 
ingit. It is extremely disgusting, and 
one should not describe disgusting 
things—except (according to the new 
school) in novels, when they have not 
really occurred, and are manufactured 
on purpose. But one has taken a cer- 
tain sort of pleasure in the bull fight, 
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and yet how is one to state gracefully 
that one has taken pleasure in a dis- 
gusting thing? It isa hard case. If 
you record your pleasure, distinctly, 
you seem to exaggerate it and to ca- 
lumniate your delicacy; and if you re- 
cord nothing but your displeasure, you 
feel rather crabbed and stingy. This 
much I can say, at any rate, that as 
there had been no bull fights in that 
part of the country during the Carlist 
war, the native dilettanti (and every 
man, woman, and child of them comes 
under this denomination) returned to 
their previous pastime with peculiar 
zest. The spectacle, therefore, had an 
unusual splendor. Under these cir- 
cumstances it is highly picturesque. 
The weather was beautiful; the near 
mountains peeped over the top of 
the vast open arena, as if they too 
were curious; weary of disembowelled 
horses and posturing espadas, the spec- 
tator (in the boxes) might turn away 
and look through an unglazed window 
at the empty town and the cloud- 
' shadowed sea. But few of the native 


spectators availed themselves of this 


privilege. Beside me sat a blooming 
matron, in a white lace mantilla, with 
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three very juvenile daughters; and if 
these ladies sometimes yawned, they 
never shivered. For myself, I confess 
that if I sometimes shivered, I never 
yawned, A long list of bulls was sac- 
rificed, each of whom had pretentions 
to originality. The dbanderillos, in their 
silk stockings and embroidered satin 
costumes, skipped about with a great 
deal of elegance; the espada folded his 
arms, within six inches of the bull’s 
nose, and stared him out of counte- 
nance; but I thought the bull, in any 
case, a finer fellow than any of his 
tormentors, and I thought his tormen- 
tors finer fellows than the spectators, 
In truth, we were all, for the time, 
rather sorry fellows together. A bull 
fight will, to a certain extent, bear 
looking at, but it will not bear think- 
ing of. There was a more innocent 
picturesqueness in what I saw after- 
ward, when we all came away, in the 
late afternoon, as the shadows were 
at their longest: the bright-colored 
southern crowd, spreading itself over 
the grass, and the women, with man- 
tillas and fans, strolling up along be- 
fore the mountains and the sea. 
Henry JAMES, JR. 
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Wit diamond dew the grass was wet, 
T’was in the spring, and gentlest weather, 
And all the birds of morning met, 
And carolled in her heart together. 


Il. 


The wind blew softly o'er the land, 
And softly kissed the joyous ocean: 

He walked beside her, on the sand, 
And gave and won a heart's devotion. 


Til. 


The thistledown was in the breeze, 
With birds of passage homeward flying: 
His fortune called him o’er the seas, 
And on the shore he left her sighing. 
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IV. 
She saw his barque glide down the bay— 
Through tears and fears she could not banish; 
She saw his white sails melt away ; 
She saw them fade; she saw them vanish. 





Vv. 
And “Go,” she said; “‘for winds are fair, 
And love and blessing round you hover: 
When you sail backward through the air, 
Then I will trust the word of lover.” 


VI. 


Still ebbed, still flowed the tide of years, 

Now chilled with snows, now bright with roses, 
And many smiles were turned to tears, 

And sombre morns to radiant closes, 


Vil. 


And many ships came gliding by, 

With many a golden promise freighted : 
But nevermore from sea or sky 

Came love to bless her heart that waited. 


vil. 


Yet on, by tender patience led, 

Her sacred footsteps walked unbidden, 
Wherever sorrow bows its head, 

Or want and care and shame are hidden. 


IX. 


And they who saw her snow-white hair, 
And dark, sad eyes, so deep with feeling, 
Breathed all at once the chancel air, 
And seemed to hear the organ pealing. 


X. 
Till once, at sbut of autumn day, 
In marble chill she paused and harkened, 
With startled gaze where far away 
The waste of sky and ocean darkened. 


xL 


There, for a moment, faint and wan, 
High up in air, and landward striving, 

Stern-fore a spectral barque came on, 
Across the purple sunset driving. 


XII. 


Then something ont of night she knew, 
Some whisper heard, from heaven descended, 
And peacefully as falls the dew 
Her long and lonely vigil ended. 


xml. 


The violet and the bramble-rose 
Make glad the grass that dreams above her; 

And freed from time and all its woes, 

She trusts again the word of lover, 
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¢¢ TT is a cameo to break one’s 

heart !” said Mrs. Dalliba, as 
she toyed with the superb jewel. **The 
cutting is unmistakably Florentine, 
and yet you have placed it among your 
Indian curiosities. I do not under- 
stand it at all.” 

Mrs. Dalliba was a connoisseur in 
gems; she had travelled from one ex- 
tremity of Europe to the other; had 
studied the crown jewels of nearly 
every civilized nation, haunted mu- 
seums, and was such a frequent visitor 
at the jewellers’ of the Palais Royal, 
that many of them had come to regard 
her as an individual who might harbor 
burglarious intentions. She was a 
very harmless specialist, however, who, 
though she loved these stars of the 
underworld better than any human 
being, could never have been tempted 
to make one of them unfairly her own, 
and she seldom purchased, for she 
never coveted one unless it was some- 
thing quite extraordinary, beyond the 
reach of even her considerable fortune. 
Meanwhile few of the larger jewelry 
houses had in their employ lapidaries 
more skilled than Mrs. Daliiba. She 
pursued her studies for the mere love 
of the science, devoting a year in 
Italy to mosaics, cameos, and intaglios. 
And yet the Créveceeur cameo had 
puzzled wiser heads than Mrs. Dal- 
liba’s, adept though she was. It was 
cut from a solid heart-shaped gem, a 
layer of pure white, shading down 
through exquisite gradations into deep 
green, and represented Aphrodite ris- 
ing from the sea; the white form rose 
gracefully, with arms extended, scat- 
tering the drops of spray from her 
hands and her wind-blown hair; the 
foamy waves were beautifully cut with 
their intense hollows and snowy crests; 
it was evidently the work of a culti- 
vated as well as a natural artist; it was 
not surprising that Mrs. Dalliba should 





insist that it could not have been exe- 
cuted out of Italy. 

But Prof. Stonehenge was right too; 
it was a stone of the chalcedonic fam- 
ily, resembling sardonyx, except in 
color; others, similar to it both in a 
natural state and wrought into arrow- 
heads, had been found along the shores 
of Lake Superior. This seemed to have 
been brought away from its associates 
by some wandering tribe, for it had 
been discovered in Central Illinois. 
The nearest point at which other relics 
belonging to the same period had been 
found was the site of Fort Crdvecceur, 
near Starved Rock, [Ilinois. After all, 
the stone only differed from the arrow- 
heads of Lake Superior in its beautiful 
carving and unprecedented size—and, 
ah, yes ! there was another difference, 
the mystery of its discovery. No other 
skeleton among all the buried braves 
unearthed by scientific research at 
Créveceeur had been found with a gem 
for a heart—a gem that glittered not 
on the breast, but within a chest hoop- 
ed with human bone. Mrs. Dalliba 
had just remarked that she had never 
felt so strong a desire to possess and 
wear any jewel as now; but when 
Prof. Stonehenge told how the un- 
canny thing rattled within the white 
ribs of the skeleton in which it was 
found, she allowed the gem to slip 
from her hand, while something of its 
own pale green flickered in the dis- 
gusted expression which quivered 
about the corners of her mobile mouth. 
The cameo was a mystery which had 
baffled geologist, antiquarian, and 
sculptor alike, for Father Francis 
Xavier had gone down to his grave : 
with his secret and his cameo hidden 
in his heart. He had kept both well 
for two centuries, and when the heart 
crumbled in dust it took its secret with 
it, leaving only the camco to bewilder 
conjecture, 
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Its story was, after all, a simple one. 
On the southern shore of Michillimack- 
inac, in the romantic days of the first 
exploration of the great lakes by the 
Courreurs de Bois and pioneer priests, 
had settled good Pere Ignace, a de- 
voted Jesuit missionary. The old man 
was revered and loved by the Indians 
among whom he dwelt. His labors 
blossomed in a little village, called 
from his patron saint the mission of 
St. Ignace, that displayed its cluster 
of white huts and wigwams like the 
petals of a water-lily on the margin of 
the lake. Just back of the village 
was a round knoll which served as a 
landmark on the lake, for the shore 
near St. Ignace was remarkably level. 
On the summit of this mound the good 
father had reared a great white cross, 
and at its foot the superstitious Indians 
often laid votive offerings of strongly 
incongruous character. Here he had 
lived and taught for many years, suc- 
ceeding in instructing his little flock 
in the French tongue, and in at least 
an outward semblance of the Catholic 
religion. Even the rude trappers, who 
came to trade at regular intervals, re- 
vered him, and lived like good Chris- 
tians while at the mission, so as not to 
counteract his teaching by their law- 
less example. Here Pere Ignace was 
growing old, and even this grasshopper 
of a spiritual charge was becoming a 
burden. His superior, at Montreal, 
understood this and sent him an as- 
sistant. 

Very unlike Father Ignatius was 
Pere Francois Xavier, a man with all 
the fire and enthusiasm of youth in his 
blood—just the one for daring, hazard- 
ous enterprises; just the one to under- 
go all the privation and toil of plant- 
ing a mission; to undertake plans re- 
quiring superhuman efforts, and to 
carry them through successfully by 
main force of will. A better assistant 
for Father Ignatius could not have 
been found. It was force, will, and 
intellect in the service of love and 
meckness; only there was a doubt if 
the servant might not usurp the place 
of the master, and the sway of love be 
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not materially advanced by its new 
ally. Indeed, if the truth had been 
known, even the Bishop of Montreal 
had felt that Father Francis Xavier 
was too ambitious a character to reside 
safely in too close proximity to him- 
self; and engrossing employment at a 
distance for him, rather than the ex- 
pressed solicitude for Father Ignatius, 
prompted this appointment. The re- 
sults of the following year approved 
thearrangement. The mission received 
a new accession of life; its interests 
were pushed forward energetically. 

Father Francis Xavier devoted him- 
self to an acquisition of the various 
Indian dialects, and to excursions 
among the neighboring tribes. Con- 
verts were made in astonishing num- 
bers, and they brought liberal gifts to 
the little church from their simple pos- 
sessions, Father Ignatius had never 
thought to barter with the trappers 
and traders, but his colleague did; 
large church warehouses were erected, 
and the mission soon had revenues of 
importance. Away in the interior 
Father Xavier had discovered there was 
a silver mine; but this discovery, for 
the present, he made no attempt at ex- 
ploiting. He had secured it to the 
church by title deed and treaty with 
the chief who claimed it; had visited 
it and assured himself that it would 
some day be very valuable, and he 
contented himself with this for the 
present, and even managed to forget 
its acquisition in his yearly report sent 
to Montreat. Father Francis Xavier 
was something of a geologist; his 
father was a Florentine jeweller, and 
the son had studied as his apprentice, 
not having at first been destined for 
the church. Even after taking holy 
orders, Father Francis Xavier had la- 
bored over precious stones designed 
for ecclesiastical decoration. His spe- 
cialty had been that of a gem engrav- 
er, and his long white fingers were 
remarkably skilful and delicate. This 
northern region, with all its wealth of 
precious stones, was a great jewel cas- 
ket for him, and he became at once an 
enthusiastic collector. 
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Before the coming of his assistant, 
Father Ignatius had managed his own 
simple housekeeping in all its most 
humble details. Now they had the 
services of an Indian maid of all work, 
who had been brought up under the 
eyes of Father Ignatius, and whom the 
old man regarded rather as a daugh- 
ter than asaservant. Her moccasined 
feet fell as silently as those of spir- 
its as she glided about their lodge. 
She never sang at her work, and rarely 
spoke, but she smiled often with a 
smile so childlike as to be almost silly 
in expression. Father Ignatius loved 
the silent smile, and a word from him 
was always sure to bring it; but it 
angered Father Francis Xavier more 
than many a more repulsive thing 
would havedone. It seemed so utterly 
imbecile and babyish to him, he had 
got so far away from innocence and 
smiles and childhood himself, that the 
sight of them irritated him. The 
young Indian girl had a long and al- 
most unpronounceable name. Pre 
Ignace had baptized her Marie, and 
the new name had gradually taken the 
place of the old. 

One day, as she was silently but dex- 
terously putting to order the large up- 
per room, which served Pere Francis 
Xavier as study and dormitory, she 
paused before his collection of agates 
and minerals, and stroking the stones, 
said in her soft French and Indian 
patois, ‘‘ Pretty, pretty.” Father 
Xavier was seated at the great open 
window, looking over the top of his 
book away across the breezy lake. He 
heard the words, and knew that she 
was looking at him from the corver 
of her eye, but his only reply was a 
deeper scowl and a lowering of his 
glance to the printed page. The silly 
smile which he felt sure was upon her 
face faded out, but the girl spoke 
again, and this time more resolutely, 
determined to attract his attention. 
‘*Pretty stones. Marie’s father many 
mure, much prettier—much.” 

Father Xavier laid down his book. 
He was all attention. ‘‘ Where did 
your father get them ¢” he asked. 
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‘‘In the mountains climb, in the 
mines dig, in the lake dive, he seck 
them all the time summer.” 

‘* What does he do with them ?” 

‘““Cuts them like mon pére,” and 
Marie imitated in pantomime the use 
of the hammer and chisel. ‘* Cut 
them all time winter, very many.” 

** What does he do that for?” asked 
the priest, surprised. 

‘*All the same you,” replied the 
girl—‘* make arrow-heads.” 

‘**Oh ! he makes arrow-heads, does 
he? Mine are not arrow-heads, but I 
should like to see what your father 
docs. Does he live far from here ?” 

‘* Marie take you to-night in canoe.” 

‘* Very well, after supper.” 

She had often taken him out upon 
the lake before, for she managed their 
birch-bark canoe with more skill than 
himself, and it was convenient to have 
some one to paddle while he fished or 
read or dreamed. She rowed him 
swiftly up the lake for several miles, 
then, fastening the canoe, led the 
way through a trail in the forest. 
The sun was setting, and ‘‘ tle whisper- 
ing pines and the hemlocks” of the 
forest primeval formed a tapestry of 
gloom around the paternal wigwam 
as they reached it. Black Beaver, her 
father, reclined lazily in the door, 
watching the coals of the little fire in 
front of his tent. He was always lazy. 
It was difficult to believe that he ever 
climbed or dug or dived for agates as 
Marie had said, so complete a picture 
he seemed of inaction. The girl spoke 
a few words to him in their native 
dialect, und he grumblingly rose, 
shuffled into the interior of the wig- 
wam, and brought out two baskets. 
One was a shallow tray filled with the 
finished heads in great variety of ma- 
terial and color. There were white 
carnelian, delicately striped with pro- 
phetic red, blood-stone deep-colored 
and hard as ruby, agates of every 
shade and marking, flinty jasper, eme- 
rald-banded malachite, delicate rose 
color, and purple ones made from 
shells, and various crystals with whose 
names Father Frangois Xavier was un- 
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familiar. There was one shading from 
dark green through to red, only a 
drop of the latter color on the very tip 
of the arrow where blovd would first 
kiss blood. Father Xavier looked at 
it in wondering admiration, and at 
last asked Black Beaver what he call- 
ed it. 

‘It is a devil-stone,” replied the 
Indian. ‘‘ More here,” and he opened 
the deeper basket in which were stored 
the unground and uncut stones, and 
placed a superb gem in Father Xa- 
vier’s hand. He had ground it sufli- 
ciently to show that it was in two lay- 
ers, white and green; in this there was 
no touch of red, but in every other 
respect it was the handsomer stone. 

‘* Will you sell it to me ?” asked the 
priest. ** Wow much?” 

The Indian smiled with an expres- 
sion strangely like that of his daugh- 
ter, and put it back with alacrity in 
his basket, saying, ‘‘Me no sell big 
devil-stone. No money buy.” 

‘* What do you mean to do with it?” 
asked Father Xavier. 

‘Make arrowhead—very hungry— 
no blood”; and he indicated the ab- 
sence of the red tint. ‘‘ Very hun- 
gry —kill very much—never have 
enough !” 

‘*Then you mean to keep it and use 
it yourself ?” 

‘*No,” said the other. 
hunt game—hunt stones.” 

‘* What will you do with it?” asked 
the puzzled priest. 

‘*Give it away,” said Black Beaver 
—‘‘ give away to greatest 4 

**Chief ?” asked Father Xavier. 

Black Beaver shook his head. 

‘*Friend then?” 

**No,” grunted the arrowhead mak- 
er—‘‘ give away to big enemy!” 

‘“What did he mean by that?” 
Father Xavier asked of Marie on their 
way back to the mission. And the 
girl explained the superstition that In- 
dians of their own tribe never killed 
an enemy with ordinary weapons, for 
fear that his soul would wait for theirs 
in the Happy Hunting Grounds; but 
if he was shot with a devil-stone, the 


‘*Me no 
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soul could not fly upward, but would 
sink through all eternity, until it 
reached the deepest spot of all the 
great lakes under the stony gaze of 
the Doom Woman. 

When he inquired further as to the 
whereabouts of the Doom Woman’s 
residence he ascertained that she was 
only a sharp cliff among ‘“‘ the pictured 
rocks of sandstone” of the upper lake 
—a cliff that viewed from either side 
maintained its resemblance to a female 
profile looking sternly down at the 
water beneath it, which was here be- 
lieved to be unfathomable. The Doom 
Woman sti:l exists. Strange to say, 
under its sharp-cut features a steamer 
has since been wrecked and sunk, and 
its expression of gloomy fate is now 
awfully appropriate. Marie had visit- 
ed ‘‘the great Sea Water” with her 
father. Nature’s titanic and fanciful 
frescoing and cameo cutting had 
strongly wrought upon her impression- 
able mind, and the old legends and 
superstitions of paganism had been 
by no means effaced by the very slight 
veneer of Christianity which she had 
received at the mission. 

From this evening Father Xavier's 
manner toward her changed. Her 
smile no longer seemed to irritate 
him, and a close observer might have 
noticed that she smiled less than for- 
merly. He talked with her more, 
paid closer attention to her studies, 
made her little presents from time to 
to time, and spoke to her always with 
studied gentleness that was quite for- 
eign to his nature. And Marie watch- 
ed him at work over his stones, spent 
her spare time in rambling in search of 
those which she had learned he liked, 
and laid upon his table without re- 
mark each new discovery of quartz, 
or crystal, or pebble. She had been 
in the habit of making little boxes 
which she decorated with a rude mo- 
saic of small shells, and Father Xavier 
noticed that these gradually acquired 
more taste and were arranged with 
some eye to the harmonies of color, 
while the forms were copied with 
Chinese accuracy from patterns on the 




















1877.] 


bindings of his books or the borders 
of the religious pictures. Marie was 
developing under an art education 
which if carried far enough might 
effect great things. She even man- 
aged his graving tools with a good 
deal of accuracy, copying designs 
which he set her, until he wondered 
what bis father would have thought 
of so apt an apprentice. 

Suddenly, one morning in midsum- 
mer, Marie announced that she should 
leave them. Her father was going on 
a long expedition for stones to the 
head of Lake Superior, and she did not 
know when she might return. As she 
imparted this information she watched 
Father Xavier from the corner of her 
eye, and something of the old childish 
smile reappeared as he showed that he 
was really annoyed. 

The summer passed profitably for 
the Black Beaver, and he began to 
think of returning to St. Ignace with 
his small store of valuable stones be- 
fore the fall gales should set in. He 
was just a few days too late. When 
within sight of Michillimackinac a 
storm arose driving them out upon the 
open lake, and playing with their 
canoe as though it were a cockle shell. 
When the storm abated a cloudy night 
had set in; no land was visible in any 
direction; they had completely lost 
their direction, and knew not toward 
which point to seek the shore. Pad- 
dling at hazard might take them fur- 
ther out into the centre of the lake, and 
indeed they were too worn with bat- 
tling with the storm to do any more 
than keep the tossed skiff from cap- 
sizing. Morning dawned wet and 
gray, after a miserable night; they 
were drenched to the skin, and almost 
spent with weariness and hunger, and 
now that a wan and ghostly daylight 
had come they were no better for it, 
for an impenetrable fog shut them in 
on every side. Maric and her mother 
began to pray. The Black Beaver sat 
dogged and inert, with upturned face, 
regarding the sky. 

The day wore by wearily; some of 
the time they paddled straight on- 


THE HEARTBREAK CAMEO. 


115 


ward, with sinking hearts, knowing not 
toward what they were going, and at 
others rested with the inaction of de- 
spair. When the position of the bright 
spot which meant the sun told that it 
lacked but an hour of sunset, and the 
clouds seemed to be thickening rather 
than dispersing, the Black Beaver gave 
along and hideous howl. His wife and 
daughter shuddered when they heard 
it, as would any one, for a more un- 
earthly and discordant cry was never 
uttered by man or beast; but they had 
double reason to shudder; it was the 
death cry of their nation. 

‘*We can never live through another 
night,” said he, and he covered his 
face with his arms. 

‘**Father,” said Marie, ‘‘ try what 
power there is in the white man’s God. 
Say that you will give Him your devil- 
stone if He will save us now.” 

‘*The priest may have it,” said the 
Black Beaver, and he uncovered his 
face and sat up as though expecting a 
miracle. And the miracle came, The 
sun was setting behind them, and in 
front, somewhat above the horizon, the 
clouds parted, forming a circle about 
a white cross which hung suspended 
in the air. They all saw it distinctly, 
but only for a few moments; then the 
clouds closed and the vision vanished. 
With new hope the little party rowed 
toward the spot where they had last 
seen it, and through the fog they could 
dimly discern the outlines of the coast 
—they were nearing land. A little fur- 
ther on, and a village was visible, which 
gained a more and more familiar as- 
pect as they approached. Night set- 
tled down before they reached it, but 
ere their feet touched the land they 
had recognized the mission of St. Ig- 
nace, The cross wasnot avision. The 
clouds had parted to show them the 
great white landmark and sign which 
Father Ignatius had raised upon the 
little knoll. 

The next day the Black Beaver un- 
earthed his devil-stone, and fastening 
a silver chain to it, was about to carry 
it away and attach it to the cross, 
which was already loaded with the 
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gifts of the little colony; but Marie 
took it from hishand. ‘‘I will give it 
to the good priest myself,” she said. 
‘* He may see fit to place it on the im- 
age of the Virgin in the church.” 

A few days later Marie placed the 
coveted stone in Father Xavier’s hand; 
but what was his bitter disappoint- 
ment to find that she had marred the 
exquisite thing by a rude attempt at a 
delineation upon it of the vision of the 
cross. She had carefully chiselled 
away the milky white layer, excepting 
on the crests of some very primitive 
representations of waves, and within 
the awkwardly plain cross in the cen- 
tre of the gem. All his hopes of cut- 
ting a face upon this lovely jewel were 
crushed ; it was ruined by her unskil- 
ful work. Father Xavier was com- 
pletely master of his own emotions. 
He took the stone without remark, and 
hung it, as Marie requested, about the 
neck of the Madonna, Each day as he 
said mass the sight of the mutilated 
jewel roused within him resentful 
. feelings against poor, well-wishing 
little Marie. He had been very kind 
to her since he had first seen the stone 
in the possession of her father, but 
now it was worse than before. He 
avoided her markedly, for the smile 
which so annoyed him still lighted her 
face whenever she saw him, and there 
was in it a reproachful sadness which 
was even more aggravating than its 
simple childishness had been. 

One day Father Xavier in turning 
over his papers came across an old 
etching of Venus rising from the sea. 
The figure, with its outstretched arms, 
suggested a possibility to him. He 
made a careful tracing of it, took it to 
the church and laid it upon the stone. 
All of its outlines came within the 
white cross; there was still hope for 
the cameo, All that winter Father 
Xavier toiled upon it, exhausting his 
utmost skill, but never exhausting his 
patience. His chief trial was in the 
extreme hardness of the stone, which 
rapidly wore out his graving tvols. 
At last it was finished, and Father 
Xavier confessed to himsclf, in all hu- 
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mility, that he had not only never exe- 
cuted sv delicate a piece of workman- 
ship, but he had never seen its equal. 
Every curve of the exquisite-hued 
waves was studied from the swell that 
sometimes swept grandly in from the 
lake on the long reef of rocks a few 
miles above St. Ignace. The form of 
the goddess was modelled from his re- 
membrance of the Greek antique. It 
was a gem worthy of an emperor. 
What should he do with it ? 

As the spring ripened into summer, 
ambitious thoughts flowered in Pere 
Francis Xavier’s soul. What a grand 
bishopric this whole western country 
would make with its unexplored 
wealth of mines, and furs, and forest. 
Why should he be obliged to make re- 
ports of the revenue which his own 
financicring had secured to the mission, 
to the head at Montreal? Why should 
not his reverence the Lord Bishop 
Francis Xavier dwell in an episcopal 
palace built somewhere on these lakes, 
with unlimited spiritual and temporal 
sway over all this country ? To effect 
such a scheme it would be necessary 
for him to see both the King of France 
and the Pope. He was not sure that 
even if he could return to Europe im- 
mediately, he had the influence neces- 
sary in either quarter, but the cameo 
was a step in the right direction. 
Something of the same thought oc- 
curred at the same time to the Bishop 
of Montreal. Father Xavier’s reports 
showed the mission to be in a flourish- 
ing condition. The first struggles of 
the pioneer were over. Father Xavier 
must not be left in too luxurious a po- 
sition. The Chevalier La Salle was 
now fitting out his little band designed 
to explore the lakes and follow the 
Mississippi from its source to the Gulf. 
A most important expedition; it would 
be well that the Jesuit fathers should 
share in the honors if it proved suc- 
cessful, and if, the little party perished 
in its hazardous enterprise, Pore Fran- 
cis Xavier could perhaps be spared as 
easily as any member of his spiritual 
army. 

And so, in the summer of 1679, the 
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Chevalier sailed up the Lac du Dau- 
phin, as Lake Erie was then called, 
into the Lac d’Orleans, or Huron, car- 
rying letters in which Pere Francis 
Xavier was ordered to leave his charge 
for atime in order to render all the 
assistance in his power to the explor- 
ers. The Bishop of Montreal could 
never have guessed with what heart- 
felt joy his command was obeyed. 
Father Xavier was tired of this peace- 
ful life, tired of ‘tthe endless wash of 
melancholy waves,” of the short cool 
summers, and long white blank of 
winter; tired of inaction, of the lack 
of stimulating surroundings, of the 
gentleness of Father Ignatius and 
Marie’s haunting smile. Here, too, 
might be the very occasion he craved 
of making himself famous and deserv- 
ing of reward as anexplorer. It was 
true that he started as a subordinate, 
but that was no reason that he should 
return in the same capacity. Marie 
had served the noble guests with plea- 
sant alacrity, passing the rainbow- 
tinted trout caught as well as broiled 
by her own hand, and the luscious 
huckleberries in tasteful baskets of her 
own braiding, and Tontz Main de Fer, 
the chivalric companion and friend of 
La Salle, was moved like Geraint, 
served by Enid, ‘‘to stoop and kiss 
the daiaty little thumb that crossed 
the trencher.” The salutation was re- 
ceived with unconscious dignity by 
little Marie; once only was Ptre 
Francois Xavier annoyed by the ab- 
sence of a display of childish pleasure 
in an ever ready smile. 

History tells how trial and privation 
of every kind waited on this little 
band of heroic men—how hunger, and 
cold, and fever dogged their steps; 
how the Indians proved treacherous 
and hostile; how, having reached cen- 
tral Illinois after incredible exertion, 
they found themselves in the dead of 
winter unable to proceed further, and 
surrounded by tribes incited against 
them by some unknown enemy. A 
fatality seemed to hang over them; 
suspicious occurrences indicated that 
they had a traitor among their number, 

8 


THE HEARTBREAK CAMEO. 


117 


but he was never discovered. La Salle 
did not despair or abandon the enter- 
prise, but when six of his most trusted 
men mutinied and deserted, he lost 
hope, and became seized with a pre- 
sentiment that he would never return 
from his expedition. Father Xavier 
was his confidant as well as confessor, 
but he seems not to have been able to 
disperse the gloom which settled over 
the leader’s mind. Perhaps he did not 
endeavor to do so. Hopeless but still 
true to his trust, La Salle constructed 
near Peoria a fort which he named 
Criveceeur, in token of his desponden- 
cy and disappointment. Leaving Tontz 
Main de Fer in command here with 
the greater part of his men, he set out 
with five for Frontenac, on the 2d of 
March, 1680, intending to return with 
supplies to take command again of his 
party, and to proceed southward. It 
was at this point that the most inex- 
plicable event of the entire enterprise 
occurred, Before the party divided 
some one attempted to poison the Chev- 
alier La Salle. The poison was a sub- 
tle and slow one, similar in its effects 
to those used by the Borgia family; 
the secret of its manufacture was 
thought to be unknown out of Italy. 
Fortunately he had taken an under or 
overdose of it, and the effects mani- 
fested themselves only in a long illness. 
Iie was too far on his journey from 
Fort Heartbreak when stricken down 
to return to it, and was mercifully re- 
ceived and nursed back to health by 
the friendly Pottawottamies. 

While the leader was lying sick in 
an Indian lodge, the knightly Tontz, 
ignorant of the fate of his friend, was 
having his troubles at the little fort of 
Heartbreak. Ptre Francois Xavier 
had remained with him, and aided 
him with counsels and personal exer- 
tions; he had made himself so indis- 
pensable that he was now licutenant; 
if anything should happen to Tontz, he 
would be commander. He was secre- 
tary of the expedition, drew careful 
maps, and made voluminous daily en- 
tries in a journal, which was afterward 
found to be a marvel of painstaking 
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both in the facts and fictions which it 
contained. Scanty mention was there 
of La Salle and Tontz Main de Fer, 
and much of Pere Francois Xavier, 
but it was clear, explicit, depicting 
the advantages of an acquisition of 
this territory to the crown of France 
in glowing terms, and strongly advis- 
ing that the man who had most dis- 
tinguished himself in the difficulties of 
its discovery should be appointed as 
governor, or baron, under the royal 
authority. 

While Father Xavier was compiling 
this remarkable piece of authorship, 
the Iroquois descended in warlike ar- 
ray upon the somewhat friendly dis- 
posed Illinois Indians, in whose midst 
Fort Créveceur had been built. The 
suspicious Indian mind immediately 
connected the advent of their enemies 
with the building of the fort, and re- 
garded the little garrison with dis- 
trust. Tontz, at the instance of Fa- 
ther Xavier, presented himself to their 
chief, and offered to do anything in 
his power to prove his friendly inten- 
tions. The chief accepted his ser- 
vices, and sent him as ambassador to 
inquire into the cause of the coming 
of the Iroquois. This mission had 
nearly been his last, for Tontz was re- 
ceived with stabs, and hardly allowed 
to give the message of the chief. His 
ill treatment at the hands of their ene- 
mies did not reassure the suspicious 
Illinois, who ordered Tontz to imme- 
diately evacuate the fort and return 
with his forces to the country whence 
he had come. In his wounded con- 
dition such a journey was extremely 
hazardous, and it must have been with 
grave doubts as to his surviving it that 
Father Xavier took temporary com- 
mand of the returning expedition. 

It was the spring of 1681. Father 
Xavier had been absent nearly two 
years. Father Ignatius missed him 
sadly—all the life and fire seemed to 
have gone out of the mission. Even 
Marie moved about her work in a list- 
less, languid way, which contrasted 
markedly with her once lithe and rapid 
movements. They had not once heard 
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from the explorers, and Father Igna- 
tius shook his head sadly, and feared 
that he would never see his energetic 
colleague again. The Black Beaver 
had slept through the last months of 
winter, and, as with the general awak- 
ening of spring the bears came out of 
their dens, and the snakes sunned 
themselves near their holes, he too 
stretched himself lazily and awoke to 
a consciousness of what was passing 
around him. In the first place some- 
thing was amiss with Marie. When 
she came to the wigwam it was not to 
chat merrily of the affairs of the mis- 
sion. She did not braid as many bas- 
kets as formerly, and no longer showed 
him new patterns in shell mosaic on 
the lids of little boxes. He was a 
curious old man, and he soon drew 
her secret from her. Marie loved Pere 
Francois Xavier, and he had gone. 

The Black Beaver went down to the 
mission one evening and had a long 
talk with Father Ignatius. He ascer- 
tained first that Pere Francois Xavier 
really meant to return; then, with all 
the dignity of an old feudal baron, he 
offered Marie as a bride for his spirit- 
ual son. Very gently the good Ptre 
Ignace explained that Romish priests 
were so nearly in the kingdom of 
heaven that the question of marrying 
and giving in marriage was not for 
them to consider. The Black Beaver 
went home, told no one of his visit, 
and for several days indulged in the 
worst drunken spree of which he was 
capable. When he came out of it he 
announced to his wife and Marie that 
he was going away on his annual trip 
for stores, but that they need not ac- 
company him. 

Marie knelt as usual in the little 
church on the evening of the day on 
which her father had gone away. Pere 
Francois Xavier had replaced the 
cameo on the Virgin’s breast before he 
went; it was a safer place than the 
vault of a bank would have been, had 
such a thing existed in the country. 
There was no one in the island sacri- 
legious enough to rob the church. 
Marie had gazed at the stone each 
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time that she repeated the prayer 
which he had taught her. She looked 
up now, and it was gone, 

Half-way upon their northward route, 
Tontz’s band were struggling wearily 
on when they were met by a solitary 
Indian, who, though he carried a long 
bow, had not an unfriendly aspect. 
He eyed the little band silently as they 
passed by him in defile, then ran after 
them, and inquired if the Pere Fran- 
gois Xavier, of Mission St. Ignace, was 
not of theirnumber. He was informed 
that the reverend father had remained 
a short distance behind to write in his 
journal, but that he would soon over- 
take them; and he was warmly pressed 
to remain with them if he had mes- 
sages for the priest, and give them to 
him when he arrived; but the Indian 
shook his head and passed on in the 
direction in which they told him he 
would be likely to meet Father Xavier. 
The party halted and waited hour after 
hour for the priest, but he did not 
come. Finally two went back in 
search, and found him lying upon the 
sod with upturned face—the place 
where he had written last in his jour- 
nal marked by a few drops of his 
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heart’s blood, and the long shaft of an 
arrow protruding from his breast. 
They drew it out, but the arrow-head 
had been attached, as is the custom in 
some Indian tribes, by means of a soft 
wax, which is melted by the warmth 
of the body, and it remained in the 
heart. Father Xavier had been dead 
some hours. They buried him where 
they found him, and proceeded on 
their march. Tontz recovered on the 
way. They reached Michillimackinack 
in safety, where they were joined two 
months later by La Salle; and the 
world knows the result of his second 
expedition. 

Little Marie learned by degrees to 
smile again, and in after years mar- 
ried another arrow-head maker, as 
swarthy and as shaggy as the Black 
Beaver. There is no moral to my 
story except that of poetic justice. 
Pere Francois Xavier had sown a plen- 
tiful crop of stratagems, and he learned 
in the lonely forest that ‘‘ Whatsoever 
a man soweth that shall he also reap.” 

Meanwhile to all but you, my read- 
ers, the Créveceeur cameo remains as 
great a mystery as ever. 

Lizzig W. CHAMPNEY. 
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NOTE-BOOK OF A SECRETARY OF LEGATION. 





HE newspapers of Berlin an- 
nounced the arrival of a supe- 
rior artist, the celebrated M. Delille of 
the Théatre Francais de Paris, where 
he had played first parts. Born and 
bred in the French metropolis, it was 
believed he would not only open new 
sources of amusement to the public, 
but add elegance to the French even of 
the highest regions. Everybody was 
talking of him. His acquisition, ren- 
dered possible only by a différend with 
the Paris manager, was a triumph for 
Berlin. I was quite curious to see 
him, 


One day I stepped into Rey’s per- 
fumery shop to buy some cologne wa- 
ter. The rooms were crowded with 
fashionable ladies looking over the glit- 
tering and fragrant assortment of sa- 
vons de toilette, pites damandes, huiles 
essenticlles, eaux de vie aromatisées, etc. 
While making my purchase, a very 
handsome fellow came in who excited 
unusual attention. His toilette re 
cherchée, his noble but modest air made 
one look at him again and again. He 
spoke with Rey in a voice so harmo- 
nious and in such French as one does 
not hear every day even in Paris. I 
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beard a lady whisper to another: ‘‘Ah, 
voila qui est parlez Frangais (that is the 
way to speak French).” The stranger 
was certainly somebody, or so many fur- 
tive glances would not have been cast 
at him. I might, by inquiry, easily 
have ascertained who he was, but I 
found a kind of pleasure in prolong- 
ing my curiosity. The Emperor Nicho- 
las of Russia was daily expected. He 
was supposed to be the handsomest 
man in the world. But he was six feet 
two, taller than this person. The 
Grand Duke of Mecklenburg-Schwerin 
had arrived the previous afternoon; 
but, it seemed to me, no German could 
speak French with just that modula- 
tion. The Prince de Joinville was ex- 
pected. Perhaps it was he. 

‘* Will you kindly give yourself the 
trouble to send the box to M. De- 
lille, Friedrich strasse 30?” 


Ah ha! Le voila! There was my 
man. Strange I had not thought of 


him. 

I had a season ticket at the French 
theatre for the purpose of learning 
French, and I had been as much en- 
tertained as instructed (I mean in- 
structed in the language). Every one 
knows a Frenchman can infuse airy 
elegance into a button, bestow a mar- 
ketable value upon a straw, breathe 
esprit into a feather, and make ten 
dishes out of a nettle-top. So the 
poet can transform any incident into 
an attractive vaudeville. The tender 
situation dramatique, the humorous coup 
de théitre, the jeu d esprit sparkling up 
into music, the elevated sentiment, 
the merciless exposure of vice and 
folly, the purest and noblest morality, 
largely mixed with an ostentatious 
ridicule of every sacred truth, and an 
absolute disregard of every principle 
of decency and duty, give strange 
glimpses into French social life. 

As a school for the French student, 
however, the theatre is a useful insti- 
tution. For French has got to be 
learned somehow or other. A danc- 
ing master of my acquaintance used 
always to commence his course by a 
short address to his class in which 
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he remarked: ‘*Mesdemoiselles ! La 
chose la plus importante du monde 
c’est la danse !” (the most important 
thing in the world is dancing.) Per- 
haps he was right. In that case I 
must add that the next most impor- 
tant thing in the world is the French 
language; at least to a foreigner on 
the continent of Europe. Without 
that you do not know anything. You 
are astraw man. You are a deaf and 
dumb creature. Ladies gaze at you 
with compassion, gentlemen with con- 
tempt, children with wonder, while 
waiters quiz you, cheat you, and make 
the imaginary mill behind your back. 

Impressed with the inconvenience of 
this position, I had long ago com- 
menced a siege of the French lan- 
guage. I studied it a fond. I looked 
into every yand en. I had attended 
the French theatre as a school, and 
profited by the performances. The 
company was excellent, particularly 
one young girl, Mlle. Fontaine. 
Her playing was unsurpassable. She 
knew always when to go on and when 
to stop. Perfect simplicity, a taste 
never at fault, delightful humor, a 
high tragic power; to these add a love- 
ly face, a beautiful form, grace in 
every movement, a voice just as sweet 
as a voice could be, and you have a 
dim idea of Mlle. Fontaine. In her 
private life, moreover, she enjoyed 
the reputation of being without re- 
proach. The whole world repeated 
of her the old saying: ‘‘ Elle n’a qu’un 
défaut, celui de mettre de l’esprit par- 
tout !” (She has but one fault: she 
touches nothing without importing to 
it a charm of her own.) 

When M. Delille came out, Mlle. 
Fontaine and he generally played to- 
gether, amid thundering plaudits of 
overflowing audiences. Delille him- 
self was a perfect artist. The French 
theatre was in its glory. 

One morning, hard at work in my 
office, I was surprised by a card, ‘* Mon- 
sieur Delille, du Théitre Francais.” 
The gentleman wished to have the 
honor of a few moments’ conversation. 

The theatre and all the various per- 
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sonages of its imaginary world were 
so completely apart from my real life, 
that I could scarcely have been more 
surprised at receiving a card from 
Louis XIV., or hearing that the Gene- 
ral Napoleon Bonaparte was waiting 
at the door, and desired the honor of 
my acquaintance. 

M. Delille entered, hat in hand, 
with bow and smile, as I had so often 
seen him do in the theatre drawing- 
rooms. We had a pleasant chat. He 
spoke no English, which forced upon 
me the necessity of exhibiting my daz- 
zling French. He complimented me 
upon it. I told him it was princi- 
pally owing to himself and to Mlle. 


Fontaine. This brought out the ob- 
ject of his visit. He was going to be 
married. He had been in America, 


which emboldened him to consider 
himself in some sort my countryman, 
and to request the honor of my pres- 
ence at the ceremony. 

** And the lady ? ” 

“* Monsieur,” he said, *‘ peut-on douter? 
(can you doubt?) Mlle, Fontaine ! 
You are to come to the French church 
at 3. You will, then, will you not, do 
us the honor to dine at our lodgings, 
Friedrich strasse, No. 30?” 

I returned his own answer: 

** Monsieur, peut-on douter ?” 

At the hour appointed I was at the 
church. I found quite an assembly— 
artists, painters, sculptors, actors, 
critics, poets, newspaper writers, sev- 
eral members of the corps diplomatique, 
some officers, a few gentlemen of the 
court, etc. 

The bride and groom appeared very 
simply attired. Their deportment was 
perfect. The ceremony was impres- 
sive. In a short time the holy bands 
had made them one. There was no 
acting about either of them. M. 
Delille was pale; Mademoiselle still 
paler. Their emotion was obviously 
genuine. Some folks think when act- 
ors tremble or shed tears, it must be 
only acting; and that they can get 
married or die as easily in the world 
as on the stage. This is a mistake. 
Getting really married is as serious a 
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step to them as to you; and they know 
that real dying is a very different thing 
from those exits which they make at 
the end of the tragedy. They struggle 
with life, and walk forward toward 
death just as do their fellow-creatures, . 
who preach from the pulpit, speak in 
the Senate, or congregate on the ex- 
change. The rich banker; the self- 
important diplomat; the general, cov- 
ered with orders; the minister, who 
holds the helm of state; the emperor, 
the queen, who deign to honor the 
representation with their presence, 
smile when they behold themselves 
reflected on the stage. But there is 
not so much difference, as they are 
pleased to suppose, between themselves 
and their theatre colleagues. Shake- 
speare says: 
All the world’s a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players. 

The question is, which of these men 
and women are the best? Perhaps 
the theatre statesman would have ad- 
ministered the affairs of his country 
with more wisdom; the dramatic 
banker would have made his money 
more honestly and used it with greater 
discretion; the stage general would 
have conducted the war with more hu- 
manity and success; and the senators, 
in ‘* Julius Cesar” and ** Damon and 
Pythias,”’ would have been less open 
to bribery and corruption than the 
gentlemen who have really occupied 
similar positions in the world. Per- 
haps, if M. Delilie had been Admiral 
Blank, he would have looked at 
his chart, and not run his ship upon 
that rock in the Mediterranean on a 
clear summer morning. Perhaps, if 
Mme. Delille had been Empress of 
France, she would not have striven 
quite so hard to bring on the last war 
with Prussia. 

From the church to the lodgings of 
Monsieur and Madame Delille. On 
passing through the entrance, in Ber- 
lin generally a way for horses and car- 
riages, you would scarcely expect such 
elegant apartments. The moment you 
crossed the threshold you were in an- 
other world. Everything rich, taste- 
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ful, new; the walls superbly papered ; 
the woodwork painted like snow and 
varnished like a mirror: Brussels car- 
pet, then not over-common in the rich- 
est houses ; lounges, chaises longues, 
sofas, divans; a strong smell of Russia 
binding from splendid volumes on the 
table, and gleaming from mahogany 
book-cases ; beautiful paintings and 
engravings; a lavish display of clocks 
on tables and writing-desks ; one, 
looking down from a loftier pedestal, 
clicked audibly the seconds and struck 
the quarters with a solemn sound, like 
the booming of some far-off old cathe- 
dral bell hanging in the clouds, Every- 
thing told of the new married man: 
everything new, bright, unexception- 
able, faultless, perfect—like the new 
wife, the new husband, the new affec- 
tion, the new hopes, yet unexposed to 
the wear and tear of years. 

I was among the first. My host 
and hostess awaited their guests. 
Mademoiselle—i beg her pardon—ma- 
dame received me with graceful cor- 
diality. The company immediately 
began to appear, principally perform- 
ers whose faces I had never seen be- 
fore, except on the stage, associated 
with incidents, words, actions, in- 
trigues, and scenes of the poet’s imag- 
ination. I enjoyed as if I had been a 
boy, recognizing the various characters 
whose pranks, joys, and sorrows I had 
followed with so much interest: the 
wicked *‘ jeune homme i la mode,” the 
bewitching ‘* femme de chambre,” the 
vieur ‘général sous l’empire,” the 
rich banquier de Paris, the handsome, 
dangerous guardien, the naughty hus- 
band who had exclaimed, ‘‘ Ciel ma 
femme !” the jealous lover, the hard- 
hearted landlord, and the comigue of 
the troupe, upon whose mobile face I 
could scarcely look without laughing 
when he asked me: ‘ Voulez-vous 
bien avoir la bonté de passer le sel ?” 
There were present several from the 
court: the Marquis de B » who in 
private theatricals at the King’s had 
distinguished himself; M. le Comte de 
5 , Supposed to be a little impres- 
-sionné by Mile. Zoé, the last success- 
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ful débutante, and now among the 
guests. 

Mme. Delille looked like a lady 
born, and did the honors of her house 
like one. The servant announced the 
dinner, and we adjourned to the din- 
ing-room. 

The dinner was on ne peut pas mieux. 
I sat between the lady of the house 
and Mile. Zoé One of the French 
arts is that of placing people at ease 
in society. It is not uncommon to 
meet persons not wanting in intelli- 
gence, yet who, unless you draw them 
out, will simply remain in the whole 
evening. My charming neighbors 
drew me out immediately. They 
possessed a magnetism which made 
talking, and in one’s best style, as 
easy as flying to a bird. Mlle. Zoé 
said a great many brilliant and sur- 
prising things; but Mme. Delille’s 
manners and conversation were far 
superior. I found in her a thoughtful, 
cultivated, balanced mind, inspiring 
genuine esteem. I was struck by her 
views of political events and charac- 
ters. She touched lightly and skil- 
fully upon various personages with 
wisdom and humor, but with charity. 
She referred to her own position in 
life as an actress in a way which 
interested me extremely, and she found 
opportunity amid the miscellaneous 
conversation to relate her history, and 
how she came to adopt a profession 
contrary to her taste; and a more 
touching story I never heard, The 
conversation even ascended to higher 
subjects. I was not a little astonished 
to find in a young and universally flat- 
tered French actress a noble-minded, 
superior woman, who had suffered 
deeply, and thought seriously and 
spiritually upon subjects generally con- 
sidered irreconcileable with her pro- 
fession. 

The dinner was finished; the nuts 
and the jokes were cracked; the café, 
the chasse-café, the enigmas, the co- 
nundrums, the anecdotes, the songs, 
the tableauz-vivants followed each other. 
My amiable hostess seemed to think I 
must have had enough of it, and, with 
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her graceful acquiescence, I stole out 
after a confidential pantomimic leave- 
taking with her and my host. 

I became subsequently well ac- 
quainted with Monsieur and Madame 
Delille, and have seldom known more 
interesting persons. Occasionally they 
invited me to a quiet family dinner, 
where I always met one or two dis- 
tinguished guests; and sometimes I 
had the pleasure of having them at 
my house ia a quiet way. They both 
rose more and more in my esteem the 
more I observed their inner life and 
character. As years rolled on, my 
visits were enlivened by the sight of 
small drums, trumpets, horses with 
their tails pulled out, and dolls with 
their noses knocked off. Sometimes 
very pretty little cherubs peeped in at 
the door, or were invited for half an 
hour to the dinner table. 

The world went on with its ways. 
More than one throne was vacated and 
filled anew. Great knotty questions 
of diplomacy rose and disappeared. 
Mehemet Ali, M. Thiers, the King of 
Hanover, Metternich, the Chartist, the 
anti-corn law league, Sir Robert and 
Mr. Cobden filled the newspapers, 
Nations growled at each other like 
bulldogs, and we had wars and ru- 
mors of wars a plenty. 

One day who should come in but 
Monsieur and Madame Delille, the very 
picture of a perfectly happy man and 
wife. They came to bid me good-by. 
He had made his fortune, wound up 
his affairs with the theatre, and aban- 
doned his profession for ever. Ma- 
dame was at the summit of earthly 
felicity. She spoke with inexpressible 
delight of the change in her life. She 
had longed so often to quit the theatre, 
and now at last her dream was real- 
ized. M. Delille was going to buy a 
cottage in the south of France, and 
to be perfectly happy with his dear 
wife and four children. Amid oranges, 
lemons, and grapes, beneath the blue 
summer sky, surrounded by flowers, 
the waves of the beautiful Mediterra- 
nean breaking at his feet, he intended 
to pass the rest of his days in uncloud- 
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ed peace and joy. He had worked all 
his life, and now he was going to take 
his reward. 

‘* But,” said I, ‘‘did you say four 
children ¢” 

** Mais oui ! 

‘““Why, it 
that ” 

** Comptez done ! 
months.” 

His picture of future felicity was 
very bright. I thought in my heart 
that such plans of retirement were— 
but I suppressed my sermon and con- 
gratulated him upon his prospects. 
Why should I disturb his happiness 
even though it might be a dream ? 
What but a dream would have’ been 
even the realization of all his hopes ? 

We parted after embracing like old 
friends. I had more respect for those 
two than I had for a great many whose 
sonorous titles did not cover qualities 
half so estimable, manners half so 
agreeable, characters half so pure, ora 
sense of religion half so true and deep. 

The French theatre declined after 
the departure of Monsieur and Madame 
Delille. I had entirely ceased attend- 
ing or taking any interest in it. 

Two years passed, when one day, in 
a lonely part of the Thiergarien, I met 
—whom do you think? M. Delille; 
but pale, sad, solitary, subdued, 

‘* Well, here I am again,” said he. 
‘* All my fine dreams have disappeared. 
I won’t bore you with the story. The 
fact is—that is to say—one can never 
count upon one’s plans in this world, 
Ihave lost my fortune, and accepted an 
invitation to become director of the 
Berlin French theatre. I am to form 
anew company. There is a great op- 
position to this, and the matter has 
raised up against me furious enemies, 
They accuse me of everything base. 
You know me. You know I would 
not be guilty of anything dishonor- 
able.” 

I looked into his sad, ingenuous face, 
and replied: 

‘*T am sure you would not.” 

*‘Oh, I thank you. But the worst 
remains to be told. My wife—my 
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poor, dear wife—who had been my 
consolation in all this trouble | Pauvre 
Marie! she is very ill, and I was obliged 
to leave her in Paris, or to lose all our 
prospects. She would have it so, 
This annoys me. This makes me un- 
happy. With her Iam proof against 
all troubles. Ah, monsieur, you do 
not know my Marie. The most faith- 
ful, the most gentle, the purest, 
the——” 

‘¢ But is she so dangerously ill ?” 

“‘T hope not. I think not. She 
will be here in a few weeks. The 
doctor has given me his word ef honor.” 

A couple of months more. A series 
of articles, in the mean time, appeared 
in the newspapers against M. Delille 
and the new French theatre govern- 
ment. The venomous shafts were 
launched by an able hand. Gall is 
sweet compared with them. An actor 
is the most sensitive of human beings. 
His reputation ishisall. The personal 
malice and interest of the writer were 
obvious, but the public were too busy 
toexamine. The crowd enjoy a battle, 
without caring much about the right. 

I met M. Delille a few days after the 
apvearance of the fifth of these articles, 
and expressed my indignation. His 
manner of viewing the subject was 
really noble and more instructive to 
me than many a sermon. He spoke 
temperately of the désagrément of his 
position and the wisdom of keeping 
on his way calmly. ‘‘An actor,” he 
said, ‘‘is a public target. Every one 
has the right to shoot at him. I cannot 
always forget, but I try to forgive.” 

‘* And your wife ?” 
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His face darkened. 

‘*Oh, Iam weary. She does not get 
well. She lingers on. She is not 
strong enough to come to me. I can- 
not go toher. She will not consent. 
They would declare 1 had run away. 
Her short letters are full of encourage- 
ment and consolation. Ah, if these 
men knew—but we must be patient. 
The doctor positively assures me she 
is doing very weil.” 

Three weeks later I was again tak- 
ing a walk through the Thiergarten, 
wrapped in my cloak, for it was win- 
ter, when I perceived M. Delille sitting 
on a quite wet bench. His face was 
very pale. I never saw a sadder ex- 
pression. Hoping to rally him, I said: 

‘* What a melancholy countenance ! 
What a brown study! Come, I have 
arrived in time to laugh to you and of 
it 1” 

His face did not reply to my gayety. 
He asked after my health. ° 

‘*But you are sitting on a wet, 
snowy bench. You will take cold.” 

‘*No, I shall not take cold.” 

** And how,” said 1, ‘tis your——” 

I paused, for I now for the first time 
remarked a black crape on his hat. 

He perceived my embarrassment and 
relieved me. 

‘*My children?” 

I was silent. 

‘*They are very well, I thank you— 
they are very well.” 

‘*Come,” added he, with an effort, 
after covering his eyes a moment with 
his hand, ‘‘what have we now? Is 
there really to be a war?” 

TuHEoporeE 8. Fay. 
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HE southern bird, which, swift in airy speed, 
Toward ruder regions wings its careless way, 
Wafts from its plumage oft a floating seed, 
Unheeded relic of some tropic day. 


And lo! a wonder! on the spot beneath 
The tiny germ asserts its mystic power ; 
With sudden bloom illumes the ragged heath, 
And bursts at once to fragrance, light,and flower. 


All the sad woodland flushes at the sicht: 
The brook, which murmured, sparkles now, 
and sings: 


The cowslips watch, with yearning, strange de- 
light, 
The bird which shed such glories from its wings, 


Watching it hover onward free and far ; 
Breathinz farewell with restless doubt and pain. 

What were a heaven with but one only star ? 
Must this be all? Will it not come again ? 


While the new lily, lonely in her pride, 
Sighing through silver bells, repeats the strain, 
Longing for sister blossoms at her side, 
And whispering soft, Will it not come again ? 
CHUARLES CARROLL. 
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THE TWELVE-MONTH SERMON. 

Tue year’s end is traditionally the sea- 
son for moralizing and retrospect. Eheu / 
fugaces anni isa sigh thateven the Latin 
primer teaches us; and though in school- 
book days calling the years fugacious 
seems absurd, we catch the meaning as 
they glide away. To schoolboys the 
man of fifty is immoderately old: thirty 
marks a milestone on the downhill of life. 
People whom we looked upon as of great 
antiquity, in childhood, turn out to have 
been mere striplings. I saw ‘‘ old Kent ” 
yesterday after the lapse of thirty years, 
and protest he was younger than when he 
rapped sepulchral silence from his re- 
sounding desk. ‘* How are you, Quilibet 
First?” he said, quite in the ancient way; 
he seemed once more to brandish the fer- 
rule on his awful throne. 

Boys always call schoolmasters and sex- 
tons ‘‘old,’’ irrespective of their years. 
Clerks in the shop style their employer 
*‘the old gentleman ” without meaning to 
impute antiquity. Gray-haired diggers 
and pounders speak of their overseer as 
“the old man,” even though he be a rosy- 
cheeked youth of two-and-twenty. Lex- 
icographers should look to this. ‘Old’ 
evidently means sometimes ‘‘ having 
independent authority,” and does not 
necessarily signify either lack of fresh- 
ness or being stricken in years. Thus 
Philip Festus Bailey’s dictum, that ‘‘ we 
live in deeds, not years,” is borne out by 
common parlance, and future Worcesters 
and Websters must make a note of it. 

Whoever, also, reaches a fixed position 
of authority, seems (rightly enough, as 
the world goes) to have achieved success 
in life. This measurement of success by 
the kind of occupation one follows begins 
with us in short clothes, Mary’s ambi- 
tion is to be “either a milliner, a queen, 
or a cook;’’ the ideal of Augustus is a 
woodchopper, killing bears when they at- 
tack him at his work, and living in a 
hut. The sons of confectioners must 
be marvels if they grow up alike un- 
spoiled in morals by the universal envy of 
comrades, and unspoiled in teeth by the 


parental sugar-plums. People of older 
growth attach childish importance to the 
trade one plies. Nobs and nabobs (at 
least on the stage) disinherit daughters 
offhand for marrying grocers, and groan 
over sons who take to high art. The 
smug and prudent citizen shudders at 
the career of the filibuster, while the ad- 
venturer would commit suicide rather 
than achieve a modest livelihood in tape 
and needles, The mother of Sainte 
Beuve was sorely distressed at his pur- 
suit of literature, a career that she reck- 
oned mere vagabondage, despite his bril- 
liant feats in it, until the day he was elect- 
ed to the French Academy, and thereby 
became entitled to $300 a year. ‘‘ Then 
my mother was a little reassured; 
thenceforth, j’avais une place.” 

When the close of the year sets us to 
reckoning up how much we have made of 
life, pray what is that ‘‘ success ” of which 
we alltalk so glibly? It is plainly a stan- 
dard varying according to each man’s taste 
and temperament, his humility or vanity, 
and shifting as his life advances. What to 
the Bohemian is success to the Philistine 
is stark failure. The anchoret looks on 
this sublunary sphere as one of sighing, 
the attorney as one of suing—there 
being all that difference betwixt law 
and gospel. Sixty years cannot see life 
through the eyes of sixteen. When men, 
fearing to measure themselves, seek the 
judgment of their fellows, adulation or 
affection may lead astray. In the year’s 
retrospect of science, touching the solar 
eclipse it is said: ‘‘ Cape Flattery is our 
northwestern cape, and there occurred 
the largest obscuration of the sun in the 
United States.” ‘‘ Cape Flattery,” I fear, 
is the locus of largest obscuration for the 
United States every year, and was partic- 
ularly so in the past twelvemonth of 
jubilee and gratulation; and what the 
mantle of flattery is for the sunlight of 
truth in the nation it is in the incividual. 
In politics, at any rate, the centennial 
year is closing with some reproof of our 
all-summer conceit. Our frame of gov- 
ernment is not so flawless as we fancied; 
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the pharisaic contrast we drew between 
our politics and those of other nations is 
no longer so effective. 

And with men as with nations, a ray 
of clear light reveals the shams and 
shortcomings of what is hastily styled 
suvcess. The pushing, elbowing fellow 
gets ahead in the struggle of life, but 
his success is a questionable one. The 
bargaining man, who, partly by instinct 
and partly by practice, judges everything 
from the point of view, ‘* How is that 
going to affect me?” wiil no doubt make 
money. Even his most disinterested 
advice pivots on the thought, ‘‘ What will 
pay me best?” as the magnet surely 
wheels to the pole. But when all is done, 
to have achieved this artistic perfection 
of self-secking is a sorry account to give 
of life. 

Thus, the very successes on which we 
plume ourselves are sometimes badges of 
disaster, as we ourselves may secretly 
know if othersdonot. ‘* When onecom- 
poses long speeches,” says Jarno, ‘‘ witha 
view to shame his neighbors, he should 
speak them to a looking-glass.” If 


not a hypocrite or a vain man, he may 


find himself blushing at the thought de 
me fabula narratur. The only alteration 
that our satire on others may require is to 
change the name of the folly or fault we 
lash, and then the stripes will be merited 
by ourselves. The other day Temple and 
T listened to a discourse of the Rev. Dr. 
Waddell of St Magdalen’s on the perils of 
novel-reading. I think the worthy doc- 
tor really refrains from that sin; he is 
certainly severe on those who are given to 
it. ‘That fat man,” said Temple, as 
we strolled away from St. Magdalen’s 
sanctuary, ‘‘ is too greedy, too gluttonous 
to listen to any ery but that of his own 
stomach. His god is his belly. His in- 
difference to the sufferings of others 
amounts to a disease.” 

‘*What disease do you call it?” I 
asked. 

‘* Fatty degeneration of the heart,” 
replied Temple, with a laugh. On the 
other hand, quite shocked at people who 
**make pigs” of themselves, is Mrs. Pa- 
vanne, who starves her stomach to beau- 
tify her back, and who, I assure you, 
would prefer after three days’ fasting a 
new boiled silk and trimmings to any 
similarly treated leg of mutton and 


capers. 
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Grundy is a model of social demeanor 
and domesticity, but occasionally cheats 
in a bargain wherever it is safe; Gregory, 
honest as the day, gets tipsy. Let Gregory 
remember his own weakness before scorn- 
ing Grundy, and let Grundy respect the 
good in Gregory before holding him up 
to disgrace. The question is often not 
whether X is a saint and Y a Satan, but 
rather what road a man’s indulgence 
takes, Is it body or spirit that rules 
him—his fear, lust, vanity, gluttony, sur- 
liness, or sloth? his humility, generosity, 
piety, sense of justice, sense of duty? 
Is his cardinal weakness a vice or only « 
foible—a crime that degrades or only a 
pettiness that narrows him? 

If we hold with Scripture that he who 
ruleth his spirit is greater than he that 
taketh a city, we must not give all the 
laurels of success to the mighty, wealthy, 
witty, and renowned. Poor John Jones, 
the clerk yonder at a thousand a year, if 
we reckon at anything gentleness, cour- 
age, simplicity, devotion to mother, wife, 
and babes, has made as great a success of 
life as old Rollin Ritchie, the head of the 
house. You would imagine a first use 
of wealth to be the liberty to pick at 
will one’s employees and allies, one’s 
friends and agents, to repel the dishonest 
and rebuke the impudent, dealing with 
those whom one chooses to deal with, 
where personal choice can fairly be exer- 
cised; but such a privilege is Utopian in 
business, even among men of fortune, and 
envied Ritchie has little more freedom 
than humble Jones. Besides, the pursuit 
of startling success, though it often ruins 
possibilities of contentment, rarely creates 
them. Frédéric Soulié, having had the 
misfortune to gain $16,000 in one year 
by his pen, refused a government place 
at $3,000, with leisure to write an occa- 
sional play or a novel; he was eager to 
produce half a dozen plays and novels in 
a twelvemonth, says a biographer, and to 
repeat his $16,000; and he died of werk 
and watching in two years more. 

We are not, in these kindly Christmas 
days, to cynically deny to unpromising 
careers all power of recovery. Temple 
was telling me the other day of this in- 
stance known to him: Honorius had an 
exceedingly dissolute son, who pursned 
his vicious courses almost unchecked by 
parental rein, until he seemed to think 
his iniquities the rather fostered than 
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forbidden. But one day a friend of 
both questioned the father why he allow- 
ed his son such abused license? ‘‘ Sir,” 
replied he, ‘‘if my son chooses to go to 
the devil, as he is now fast going, he alone 
must take the consequences.” The con- 
versation being reported to our young 
rake, he was so affected by the view of 
his responsibility, which he now appreci- 
ated for the first time, as to turn back 
toward the way of virtue. And as 
before he had conceived his father in 
some sort liable for those scandalous ex- 
cesses, so now, being driven from that 
strange error, he chooses for himself the 
path of honor and usefulness. 

In judging unsuccessful lives, too, we 
need to make large allowance for the un- 
known elements of fortune. ‘It is 
fate,” says the Greek adage, ‘‘ that bring- 
eth good and bad to men; nor can the 
gifts of the immortals be refused.” But 
we can find justification for charitable 
judgments without resorting to this 
general theory. We discover one youth, 
who promised well, ruined by a bad 
choice of profession, while a second, who 
selected well, finds the immediate prob- 
lem in life to be not personal eminence, 
but providing for a wife and half a dozen 
children: and if he does fitly provide 
for them, pray, why set down his life, 
however pruned of its first ambitious pin- 
ions, as a failure? 

So, finally, our unaspiring old-year 
homily simply chimes in with the tradi- 
tional spirit of Christmastide—season of 
hopeful words and wishes, of kindness 
for the struggling, of encouragement for 
the discouraged, of charity for the so- 
called failures, 

RIBBONS AND CORONETS AT MARKET 
RATES. 

It is said that a Yankee has arranged 
to furnish foreign titles (warranted gen- 
uine) of ‘‘ earl or count for $10,000; Euro- 
pean orders, from $250 to $10,000; mem- 
bership in foreign scientific and literary 
societies, $250 and upward.” The story 
is plausible. Impecunious princes and 
potentates have been known to replenish 
their purses in this way, though hitherto 
usually by private sale rather than market 
quotations, It is not probable that our 
ingenious countryman has the Order of 
the Seraphim or of the Annonciade at 
disposal, or that he can supply the Gold- 
en Fleece to whoever will ‘gif a good 
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prishe,” or even that he would pretend 
to furnish the Black Eagle of Prussia in 
quantities to suit purchasers. He can 
hardly be the medium of creating many 
Knights of the Garter, nor can the Bath 
or the St. Michael and St. George very 
well be in his list of decorations *‘ to or- 
der.” But we know from the Paris and 
Vienna fairs that a Cross of the Legion 
is obtainable by Americans of the mer- 
cantile class; and as for the Lion and 
the Sun, it was an order created by some 
bygone shah for the express purpose of 
rewarding strangers who had rendered 
service to Persia; and what service more 
substantial, pray, than helping to fill the 
Persian purse? When you come to cen- 
tral and southern Europe, titles are going 
a-begging, and hard-up princelets will 
presumably be eager to raise the wind 
with them. 

And there will be buyers as well as sell- 
ers. To the democratic mind a royal 
star or ribbon is an object of befitting rev- 
erence. None of our countrymen would, 
indeed, on purchasing a title, really ask 
to be addressed as ‘‘ Your lordship,’’ or 
even to be familiarly called Grand For- 
ester or Sublime Bootjack to His Serene 


Highness—unless in private, by some 
very much indulged servitor or judicious 


retainer. But though the badge of no- 
bility may not be worn in the streets by the 
happy purchaser, for fear of attracting 
a rabble of the curious, he can fondly 
gaze upon it in the privacy of home, or 
try it on for the admiration of the do- 
mestic circle, or haply submit it to the 
inspection of discreet friends. 

The case is different with the ‘* bogus 
diploma’’ trade. Business and not vanity 
is doubtless the ruling motive with the 
foreigners who strut in plumage bought 
of the Philadelphia ‘ university.” The 
diploma of M. D. is worth its price for 
display before the eyes of the patients 
waiting in the ‘‘ doctor's” office, while to 
Squecrs of Dotheboys Hall the degree of 
A. M. is good for at least three new 
pupils, and Ph. D. for a dozen. I pre- 
sume that in some of the foreign maga- 
zines and weekly newspapers of a certain 
class, D. D. or L.L. D. has a real cash 
value of at least five per cent. more in 
pay, or perhaps it may turn the scale 
in favor of an article which, without that 
honorary sigrature, might be put in the 
waste-paper basket. So long as such 
practical results can be had the diploma 
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trade is likely to flourish, with full vari- 
ety offered to buyers. 

Now, it is not impossible to turn to 
trade account an Order of the Elephant, 
of the Iron Crown, of the Legion of 
Honor, or of the Medjidieh, as probably 
shrewd mechanics, contractors, and trades- 
men in America and England can attest. 
But while this is an additional induce- 
ment to buyers, I am sure the new indus- 
try appeals to a loftier emotion than 
that of mere money-making. America, 
in fact, is ripe for this improvement. 
The modern phrase of ambition here in 
America is *‘ social status; ” and dealers 
in heraldry are doing a business so thriv- 
ing in coats of arms for seal rings and 
scented note-paper, that I fancy it is this 
that has suggested the trade in noble 
titles. The village of Podunk looks 
down on the neighboring town of Hard- 
scrabble. ‘‘ Hardscrabble,’’ say the scorn- 
ful Podunkers, ‘‘ plumes itself on its 
wealth, but Podunk prides herself on 
her birth—on her extremely old families!” 
In fact you find all over the republic peo- 
ple talking of their aristocratic families, 
and their *‘ refined neighborhood,” and 
‘refined birth ”’—even where, after all, 
it may be only a case of refined petroleum. 

Here, then, is the sphere and the oppor- 
tunity for the enterprising middleman. 
He appeals to a tuft-hunting instinct so 
deep in human nature that the mere 
surface difference of republic or mon- 
archy hardly touches it. In a London 
church you will see a pew full of ladies’ 
maids, and presently there is a great 
crowding and squeezing, and a low whis- 
per of ‘‘ make room for Lady Philippa.’’ 
It is only another lady’s maid joining her 
friends; but they all get titles by reflec- 
tion. Turn from this scene to the New 
York area steps, and the artful little 
rascal who is peddling strawberries, says 
to Bridget, who answers the bell, ‘‘ Have 
some berries, /ady ?’’ knowing that this 
will make a market, if anything can. 
The fact is, we all like to be ‘‘ Colonel ”’ 
and‘‘ Deacon ” and ‘‘ Doctor,” instead of 
simple Jones, Brown, and Robinson; call- 
ing us ‘‘the judge ” or “‘ alderman ” is a 
perpetual titillation of a pleasant feeling. 
**Good morning, Mr. Secretary,” or, ‘I 
hope you are very well, State Senator,”’ is 
a greeting that carries a kind of homage 
with it; and from that you go upward 
in titular recognition of official eminence 
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until you come to “‘ His Great Glorious 
and most Excellent Majesty, who reigns 
over the Kingdoms of Thunaparanta and 
Tampadipa and all the Umbrella-Bear- 
ing Chiefs of the Eastern Country, the 
King of the Rising Sun, Lord of the 
Celestial Elephants, Master of Many 
White Elephants, the Great Chief of 
Righteousness, King of Burmah.” 

Macte virtute I would say, then, to the 
peddlers of stars, crosses, garters, and 
A. S. S.’s. There are poverty-stricken 
principalities and hard-up beys and 
khedives enough to find ribbons for 
a thousand American buttonholes, and 
to turn ten thousand of our exem- 
plary fellow citizens to chevaliers. An en- 
vious public sentiment might prevent the 
wearing of all the ribbons and crosses 
that a liberal man of means could buy; 
but decorations, like doorplates, are ‘‘so 
handy to have in the house.” The cen- 
tennial year, by bringing to our shores a 
shoal of titled personages, has presuma- 
bly whetted the appetite of our people 
for heraldic distinctions. But for years 
before we had even the village tailor ap- 
pearing occasionally in the local newspa- 
per as Sir Knight Shears, and the 
apothecary as Most Worthy Grand Com- 
mander and Puissant Potentate Senna. 
If it is pleasant for Bobby Shears and 
Sammy Senna to be knighted by their 
cronies and customers, how much more 
agreeable to the American mind a deco- 
ration and investiture from a real prince! 

The possibilities, to be sure, are limited. 
Aristocratic exclusiveness confines the 
Garter to twenty-five persons, the Order 
of the Thistle is only for Scotch nobles, 
and the Iron Cross of Savoy is purely 
Italian; military or naval services are re- 
quired for the St. George of Russia and 
the Victoria Cross; and it is to be feared 
that some sort of illustrious services 
would be needed even for the Leopold of 
Belgium, the Iron Cross of Prussia, the 
St. James of Spain, or the Tower and 
Swerd of Portugal. But in the little 
principalities of Germany, where the peo- 
ple are ravenous for titular distinctions, 
there is a large supply; and as, in fine, 
there are said to be sixscore orders of 
chivalry seattered over both Christian 
and Mussulman lands, a wealthy aspir- 
ant may not despair of reaching one or 
two of them without the pangs of knight 
errantry. 

Pare QUILIBET. 
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SCIENTIFIC MISCELLANY. 


COMPLICATIONS OF THE CHANNEL TUN- 
NEL. 

Baron von Weser, a distinguished 
English engineer, predicts that the Chan- 
nel tunnel between England and France, 
if constructed, will be the cause of great 
annoyance to English railway managers, 
and bring forward some very acute ob- 
servations in support of this opinion. 

The English railway system was a 
world of its own; it was an insular world 
which could hardly have been more pecu- 
liar if it had belonged to another quar- 
ter of the globe altogether. All this, 
however, will change as soon as the tunnel 
is pierced between England and the Con- 
tinent. 

England will then no longer be an is- 
land, but a peninsula, and although the 
isthmus which connects it with the Conti- 
nent will be submarine, its effect on the 
railway system will be exactly the same as 
if it were a natural one. 

If the importance of the object to be 
attained by the Channel tunnel is to bear 
any rational proportion at all to the means 
required, the tunnel will be constructed 
only if a very considerable goods traffic 
between the two shores is expected, be- 
sides the large passenger traffic. Sucha 
traffic, which would have to compote 
with sea carriage, is only possible for 
goods if shifting the loads is completely 
avoided, and the wagons and trucks can 
run from England far into the Continent 
and vice versa. Now the English exports 
to the Continent far exceed the imports 
from it. The English trucks, therefore, 
loaded with rails, machines, coals, cotton 
goods, etc., will, after passing the tunnel, 
be scattered far and wide on the conti- 
nental railways (whose length exceeds 
threefold that of the whole British sys- 
tem), and will have to run distances five 
times as great as from London to the 
Highlands. 

The English railway companies, who 
are now able to follow their rolling stock 
almost with the naked eye, who know ex- 
actly how long each truck will take to 
run the short distances in their island, 
who can, therefore, provide proper loads 


both for the up and down journeys, hence 
making the best use of their stock, and 
who are always aware in whose hands 
their trucks are, willsuddenly see a great 
number of them disappear out of their 
sight and beyond their control on long 
journeys and unknown routes. They will 
no longer be able to calculate, even ap- 
proximately, when the stock will return, 
England will therefore lose an important 
percentage of its rolling stock, which will 
be but incompletely replaced by the for- 
eign wagons, which will remain in Eng- 
land a much shorter time on account of 
the shorter distances. The deficiency 
wil! have to be made up at considerable 
expense. The stock will travel as far as 
the shores of the Black and Egean seas, 
to the east coast of the Baltic, to the 
southernmost point of Italy, and to the 
Pyrenees; it will pass over the lines of 
a dozen or more foreign companies, be 
brought under the influence of three or 
four different legislatures, police regula- 
tions, by-laws, Government inspections, 
ete., and where three or four different 
languages are officially in use. 

Quite new legal obligations and intrica- 
cies will appear if the companies having 
to forward goods direct into foreign coun- 
tries send their wagons into the territo- 
ries of different jurisdictions. It will 
not be of much use if the English com- 
panies attempt formally to confine their 
transactions to the French railway which 
joins theirs, Claims from Turkish, Rus- 
sian, Austrian, Italian, German, Belgian, 
and French railways will still be brought 
against them, in some cases requiring di- 
rect and immediate communication. 


A TOWN OF DWARFS, 

A writer in the London ‘ Times” de- 
scribes the effect of excessive intermar- 
riage on the inhabitants of Protés, a little 
town in the province of Santander, Spain. 
Until eighteen or nineteen years ago, the 
village was quite shut off from the rest 
of the world. Its inhabitants, from their 
ever-recurring intermarriages, had be- 
come quite a race of dwarfs. On market 
days the priests might be seen, with long 
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black coats and high black hats, riding in 
to purchase the simple provision for the 
weck’s consumption—men of little in- 
telligence and no learning, sprung from 
the lowest ranks. About eighteen years 
ago the Galician laborers, or Gallegos, 
from the mines of Galicia, swarmed into 
the town for lodgings, etc., and since 
their colonization the population has in- 
creased in strength, stature, education, 
intellect, and morality. Their intellects, 
also, have improved—intellects which 
had been stunted, dwarfed, and ruined 
by their frequent intermarriages. 
WHOOPING COUGH. 

Accorpine to Dr. Sturges, an English 
physician, whooping cough is not always 
to be escaped by preventing contagion, 
for at a certain age the disposition to- 
ward this disease is so great that the child 
will originate it. He says: ‘* Whoop- 
ing cough is @ nervous disease of imma- 
ture life, due immediately, like nervous 
asthma, to a morbid exaltation of sensi- 
bility of the bronchial mucous membrane, 
Although possible in a modified form at 
all ages, it has its period of special liabil- 
ity and full development simultaneously 
with that time of life when the nervous 
system is irritable and the mechanism 
of respiration diaphragmatic. A child 
of the proper age with catarrh and cough 
is thus on the very brink of whooping 
cough. A large proportion of such chil- 
dren will develop the disease for them- 
selves upon casual provocation, all con- 
tagion and all epidemic influence apart.” 
Therefore he does not think contagion 
plays the important part generally sup- 
posed, and the assumption of a specific 
morbid poison is in his opinion entirely 
gratuitous. As to treatment he says: 

“The specific remedies for whooping 
cough (which have their season and may 
be said now to include all drugs whatever 
of any potency) have all of them a certain 
testimony in their favor. They agree ina 
single point: whether by their nauseous- 
ness, the grievous method of their appli- 
cation, or the disturbance they bring to 
the child’s habits and surroundings, the 
best vaunted remedies—emetics, spong- 
ing of the larynx, ill-flavored inhalation, 
change of scene, beating with the rod— 
all are calculated to impress the patient, 
and find their use accordingly. 
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BRITISH ASSOCIATION NOTES. 

THE committee appointed to test ex- 
perimentally Ohm’s law, that with any 
conductor the electromotive force is pro- 
portioned to the current produced, re- 
ports that this law is absolutely correct. 
If a conductor of iron, platinum, or 
German silver of one square centimetre 
in section has a resistance of one ohm for 
infinitely small currents, its resistance 
when acted on by an electromotive force 
of one volt (provided its temperature is 
kept the same) is not altered by so much as 
the millionth of a millionth part. This 
fine result is the more gratifying since 
Ohm’s law is entirely empirical and does 
not rest at all upon logical deduction. 

The vast amount of water circulating 
through the solid earth is shown by the 
calculations of the committee on the un- 
derground waters of the Permian and 
New Red sandstones. 

Taking an average rainfall of 30 inches 
per annum, and granting that only 10 
inches percolate into the rock, the supply 
of water stored up by the Permian and 
New Red formations was estimated by 
the committee to amount to 140,800,000 
gallons per square mile per year. This 
rate would give, for the 10,000 square 
miles covered by the formations, in Great 
Britain, 1,408,000,000,000 gallons. Only 
a very small proportion of this amount is 
made available for the supply of cities 
and towns. 

The subject of the chemical constitu- 
tion of matter was taken up by Mr. 
Johnstone Stoney, F. R. S., who amused 
and interested the chemical section by a 
number of drawings of tetrahedra, octa- 
hedra, etc., on to which he dexterously 
stuck representations of oxygen atoms, 
chlorine atoms, and so on. His general 
endeavor seemed to be to convince his 
auditors that in most basic salts oxygen 
is divalent, being in direct combination 
with the acidifying constituent of the 
molecule, but that when oxygen is not 
so directly related to this constituent in 
basic salts it is tetravalent. 

In the geological section, Dr. Bryce ob- 
served that there are two lines along 
which earthquakes are commonly ob- 
served in Scotland, the one running from 
Inverness, through the north of Ireland, 
to Galway bay, and the other passing 
east and west through Comrie. The 
phenomena of earthquakes in the latter 
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district are now being systematically ob- 
served and recorded, under the direction 
of acommittee appointed by the British 
Association, seismometers being employ- 
ed on the two principles of vertical pen- 
dulum and delicately poised cylinders. 
Arrangements have been made to ascer- 
tain whether shocks in this region can be 
traced to any common central point, 
there being reason to believe them to be 
connected with a mass of granite in Glen 
Lednoch, whose position was indicated 
on a map exhibited by the author. He 
thought the Comrie earthquakes may be 
explained on Mr. Mallet’s theory of a 
shock produced by the fall of huge 
masses of rock from the roof of huger 
caverns in the earth’s crust. 

In a paper on the plants of the coal 
measures, Prof. W. C. Williamson ex- 
pressed his strong conviction that the 
flora of the coal measures would ulti- 
mately become the battlefield on which 
the question of evolution with reference 
to the origin of species would be fought 
out. There would probably never be 
found another unbroken period of a 
duration equal to that of the coal mea- 
sures. Further, the roots, seeds, and the 
whole reproductive structure of the coal- 
measure plants are all present in an 
unequalled state of preservation. With 
reference to calamites, Prof. Williamson 
said that what had formerly been re- 
garded as such had turned out to be only 
casts in sand and mud of the pith of the 
true plant. He had lately obtained a 
specimen of calamite with the bark on 
which showed a nucleal cellular pith, 
surrounded by canals running length- 
wise down the stem; outside of these 
canals wedges of true vascular structure; 
and lastly, a cellular bark. 

In the department of anthropology, 
Dr. Phené read a paper ‘* On Recent Re- 
mains of Totemism in Scotland.” He 
defined Totemism as a form of idolatry; 
a totem was either a living creature or a 
representation of one, mostly an animal, 
very seldom aman. It was considered, 
from reference to Pictish and other de- 
vices, that a dragon was a favorite repre- 
sentative among such people of Britain 
as had not been brought under Roman 
sway. 

Mr. W. J. Knowles read a paper ** On 
the Classification of Arrowheads,” recom- 
mending the use of the following terms: 
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stemmed, indented, triangular, leaf- 
shaped, kite-shaped, and lozenge-shaped. 
Commander Cameron, the African explor- 
er, mentioned that arrow-heads of the same 
shape as many exhibited by Mr. Knowles 
were in use in various African tribes, 
One shape was formed so as to cause the 
arrow to rotate, and was principally 
used for shooting game at long distances. 
The shape of the arrows varied according 
to the taste of the makers; in one district 
there were forty or fifty different shapes. 

Commander Cameron gave drawings of 
the men with horns, a tribe of which has 
been found by Captain J.S. Hay. Ac- 
cording to the reproductions of these 
drawings by the illustrated papers, these 
horns are very prominent, and project 
forward from the cheekbone. 

Mr. Gwin-Jeffreys, whose experience in 
deep-sea dredging makes his opinion 
valuable, said that telegraph engineers 
did not sufficiently take account of the 
sharp stones on the sea bottom, but as- 
sumed too readily that they had to deal 
with a soft bottom only. 

Mr. John Murray of the Challenger 
expedition announced that meteoric dust 
is found in the sea ooze, a result that 
follows as a matter of course from the 
discovery that this cosmic dust is falling 
all over the earth. 


AN ENGLISH CROP. 

Tue yearly trial of harvesting ma- 
chines was made this year at Leamington, 
and the rye grass ficld, where the reapers 
and mowers were worked, has its history 
given in the ‘‘ Engineer,” London, ‘It 
will be interesting if we first describe 
this rye grass crop and the preceding 
crop. A crop of wheat was grown in 
this field of seven acres last year, and by 
the end of September it was well culti- 
vated and sown with rye grass seed. 
Three crops before this have been cut 
this year, the weight of which was about 
eight tons to the acre for each crop, and as 
the selling price was 1s. 6d. (36 cents) per 
ewt., this was at the rate of £12 ($60) per 
acre per crop, or £36 peracre for the three 
crops. Had not the last crop been set 
apart for the reaper and mower trials, 
it would have been cut three weeks ago, 
when there were again about eight tons to 
the acre. As it was, however, last week 
the crop had gone too much to seed, and 
was too much laid for being of prime 
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quality; the result of which is, Mr. 
Tough, the owner, reckons the plants are 
too much spent to stand well through a 
second year, and he therefore contem- 
plates turning it over in the spring for 
mangolds. Mr. Tough calculated, how- 
ever, that there were ten tons to the acre 
this cut, and lots of carts and vans came 
to take the best of it; that is, the parts 
which were not laid and yellow at the 
bottom, at the same price, 1s. 6d. per 
ewt. The carts are weighed in over a 
weigh-bridge, and weighed out again af- 
ter the buyers have loaded up as much as 
they choose or require. We may add 
this is better than selling by square mea- 
sure, As to the next growth, Mr. Tough 
says he shall get two more fair cuts this 
autumn if the weather be warm, and he 
expects the two together will weigh eight 
tons per acre more. As there will be a 
certain sale for this at 1s. 6d. per ewt., 
this year’s yield will realize the great re- 
turn of £60 ($300) per acre. 





INFLUENCE OF WHITE COLORS. 

Pror, WALLACE gave at Glasgow some 
curious speculations based upon the pe- 
culiarities observable in white animals. 
He had been discussing at great length 
and with rare knowledge the distribution 
of butterflies, remarking that some of the 
island groups were noticeably light-col- 
ored, and endeavored to connect their 
color with their environment as follows: 

Some very curious physiological facts, 
bearing upon the presence or absence of 
white colors in the higher animals, have 
lately been adduced by Dr. Ogle. It has 
been found that a colored or dark pigment 
in the olfactory region of the nostrils is 
essential to perfect smell, and this pig- 
ment is rarely deficient except when the 
whole animal is pure white. In these 
cases the creature is almost without smell 
or taste. This, Dr. Ogle believes, ex- 
plains the curious case of the pigs in 
Virginia adduce1 by Mr. Darwin, white 
pigs being poisoned by a poisonous root, 
which does not affect black pigs. Mr. 
Darwin imputed this to a constitutional 
difference accompanying the dark color, 
which rendered what was poisonous to 
the white-colored animals quite innocu- 
ous tothe black. Dr. Ogle, however, ob- 
serves, that there is no proof that the 
black pigs eat the root, and he believes 
the more probable explanation to be that 
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it is distasteful to them, while the white 
pigs, being deficient in smell and taste, 
eat it, and are killed. Analogous facts 
occur in several distinct families. White 
sheep are killed in the Tarentino by eat- 
ing Hypericum Criscum, while black 
sheep escape: white rhinoceroses are said 
to perish from eating Euphorbia Candel- 
abrum; and white horses are said to suffer 
from poisonous food, where colored ones 
escape. Now it is very improbable that 
a constitutional immunity from poisoning 
by so many distinct plants should in the 
case of such widely different animals 
be always correlated with the same differ- 
ence of color; but the facts are readily 
understood if the senses of smell and 
taste are dependent on the presence of 
a pigment which is deficient in wholly 
white animals. The explanation has, 
however, been carried a step further, by 
experiments showing that the absorption 
of odors by dead matter, such as cloth- 
ing, is greatly affected by color, black 
being the most powerful absorbent, then 
blue, red, yellow, and lastly white. We 
have here a physical cause for the sense 
inferiority of totally white animals which 
may account for their rarity in nature. 
For few, if any, wild animals are wholly 
white. The head, the face, or at least 
the muzzle or the nose, are generally 
black. The ears and eyes are also often 
black; and there is reason to believe that 
dark pigment is essential to good hearing, 
as it certainly is to perfect vision. We 
can therefore understand why white cats 
with blue eyes are so often deaf; a pe- 
culiarity we notice more readily than 
their deficiency of smell or taste. 

If then the prevalence of white-color- 
ation is generally accompanied with some 
deficiency in the acuteness of the most 
important senses, this color becomes 
doubly dangerous, for it not only renders 
its possessor more conspicuous to its en- 
emies, but at the same time makes it 
less ready in detecting the presence of 
danger. Hence, perhaps, the reason 
why white appears more frequently in is- 
lands where competition is less severe 
and enemies less numerous and varied. 
Hence, also, a reason why albinoism, al- 
though freely occurring in captivity, 
never maintains itself in a wild state, 
while melanism does. The peculiarity 
of some islands in having all their inhab- 
itants of dusky colors—as the Galapa- 
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gos—may also perhaps be explained on 
the same principles; for poisonous fruits 
or seeds may there abound, which weed 
out all white or light-colored varieties, 
owing to their deficiency of smell and 
taste. We can hardly believe, however, 
that this would apply to white-colored 
butterflies, and this may be a reason why 
the effect of an insular habitat is more 
marked in these insects than in birds or 
mammals. But though inapplicable to 
the lower animals, this curious relation of 
sense acuteness with colors may have 
had some influence on the development 
of the higher human races, If light 
tints of the skin were generally accompa- 
nied by some deficiency in the senses of 
smell, hearing, and vision, the white 
could never compete with the darker 
races, so long as man was in a very low 
and savage condition, and wholly depen- 
dent for existence on the acuteness of his 
senses. But as the mental faculties be- 
come more fully developed and more im- 
portant to his welfare than mere sense 
acuteness, the lighter tints of skin, and 
hair, and eyes, would cease to be disad- 
vantageous whenever they were accom- 
panied by superior brain power. Such 
variations would then be preserved; and 
thus may have arisen the Xanthochroic 
race of mankind, in which we find a high 
development of intellect accompanied 
by a slight deficiency in the acuteness of 
the senses as compared with the darker 
forms. 
AN INVOLVED ACCIDENT. 

Tnoves American recklessness of life 
is proverbial among foreigners, we may 
be thankful that India-rubber bags of 
explosive gases are not carried by igno- 
rant boys through our streets, as in New- 
castle, England. The practice resulted 
by a singular chain of mishaps in a vio- 
lent explosion. The first error was in 
using a bag for conveying an explosive 
gas ; the second in using a leaky bag ; 
the third in the experimenter, who put 
coal gas into a bag containing oxygen ; 
the fourth in sending a boy to deliver it. 
Then comes a chapter of results. The 
boy became tired and stopped to rest, 
dropping the bag on the pavement. 
Just as he did so a passer-by lit his pipe 
and threw the burning match down. By 
chance it fell upon the innocent looking 
bag, and probably just at the spot where 
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it leaked. After the consequent explo- 
sion only two pieces of the bag could be 
found, one of which was thrown through 
the top windows of the bank. Even the 
sound wave, or wave of concussion, had 
a mind to distinguish itself. It entirely 
missed the first floor windows of the 
bank, and left them uninjured, though 
the windows in both the ground floor 
and the second floor were broken. The 
wave seems to have crossed the street, 
smashing the ground windows there, and 
then been deflected back across the street 
and upward to the top story of the bank, 





AN OLD AQUEDUCT SYSTEM. 

AncteEnt life is not usually considered 
to have been verv «leanly, but it is to the 
credit of the Romans that as much as 
2,200 years ago they made up their 
minds to reject the water of the Tiber as 
unfit todrink. They bunted for springs 
in the mountains, and in the course of a 
few centuries so many aqueducts were 
built that Rome had theoretically a bet- 
ter supply of water than any modern 
city enjoys. Practically, however, the 
Romans suffered from a peculiar kind 
of water pilfering. Instead of 400,000,- 
000 gallons daily which the springs 
furnished, the city received only 208,- 
000,096 gallons. This immense loss, 
says a careful paper by the Austrian 
engineer, E. H. d’Avidor, arose partly 
through neglect of the necessary repairs 
in the aqueducts, but still more through 
the water being positively stolen. For 
one of the principal favors by which the 
State and the emperors were in the habit 
of rewarding minor services was by 
granting concessions for the lost water; 
that is, for the water which escaped 
through the overflow of the reservoirs, 
cisterns, and public fountains, or through 
the defects in the aqueducts and mains, 
The consequence, of course, was that 
every landed proprictor who had obtained 
a concession for the waste water escaping 
from an aqueduct passing through his 
grounds was anxious to increase this 
waste as much as possible—and from this 
wish to intentional injury was but a step. 
The overseers and slaves in charge were 
constantly bribed to abstain from repuair- 
ing damages which had arisen, or to 
cause new ones to arise, and these abuses 
reached such a pitch that one aqueduct 
(Tepula) brought no water whatever to 
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Rome during several years, the whole 
having been wasted, or rather abstracted 
on its way. The irregularities of the 
water supply were still further increased 
by the nature of the mains and distribut- 
ing pipes, which, as I have mentioned, 
were mere lead plates soldered into a 
pear-shaped section, incapable of resist- 
ing even the most moderate pressure and 
liable to injury by a common knife, so 
that any evil-disposed person could tap 
the main almost wherever he pleased. 
At a later period, indeed, the Romans 
appear to have used short clay pipes; 
lengths of such mains have been discov- 
ered, consisting of two-feet spigot and 
socket pipes carefully laid in and covered 
with a bed of concrete. These have 
outlasted all the lead pipes, and are still 
frequently found in good condition. 

In the reign of Augustus, when Rome 
had about 350,000 inhabitants within its 
walls, there was a supply of something 
like 680 gallons per head; that is, about 
forty times as much as the valuation for 
Vienna. But there were in ancient Rome 
no less than 1,352 public fountains, 591 
jet fountains, 19 large fortified camps or 
barracks, 95 therm or immense public 
baths, and 39 arenas or theatres, all of 
which were supplied with a superfluity 
of constantly flowing water. The reser- 
voirs contained only about 6,000,000 
gallons, and the distribution must have 
been very irregular, and it has been eal- 
culated that some houses received ten 
times as much water as others. Just as 
the Western miner reckons the quantity 
of water by the inch, the Roman estimat- 
ed it by the guinarius, or amount that 
could flow through a pipe of one and a 
quarter finger diameter, under a head of 
twelve inches. This would yield about 
ninety-two gallons in twelve hours, and 
the price was so low that the householder 
paid only about half a cent per year for 
each gallon supplied daily. Ninety-two 
gallons a day would therefore cost less 
than half a dollar a year. (In New York 
it would cost nearly $18.) But though 
cheap, the water was not a vested right of 
all citizens. The poor had it for nothing 


in the ample baths, wash houses, and 
fountains, but householders could only 
obtain the right of water supply by a 
petition to the consul, and in later times 
to the emperor himself; even then, how- 
ever, with difficulty. 


It was matter of 
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favor and a reward of merit, that ap- 
plied only to the person to whom it was 
granted, not transferable by gift or sale, 
and which lapsed with the death of the 
owner or the sale of the house for which 
it had been granted. 





GALVANISM CANNOT RESTORE EX- 
HAUSTED VITALITY. 

Da. B, W. RicHarpson says that arti- 
ficia! respiration is a much more effective 
means of restoring the drowned or as- 
phyxiated than galvanism. By the use 
of an intermittent current of galvanism 
it is possible to make the respiratory 
muscles of an animal recently dead act in 
precise imitation of life, and the heart 
can be excited into brisk contraction by 
the same means. But the result was 
that ‘‘the muscles excited by the current 
dropped quickly into irrevocable death 
through becoming exhausted under the 
stimulus, and that in fact the galvanic 
battery, according to our present know- 
ledge of its use in these cases, is an all 
but. certain instrument of death. By 
subjecting animals to death from the 
pod of chloroform in the same atmo- 
sphere, and treating one set by artificial 
respiration with the double-acting pump, 
and the other set by artificial respiration 
excited by galvanism, I found that the 
first would recover in the proportion of 
five out of six, the second in proportion 
of one out of six. Further, I found that 
if during the performance of mechanical 
artificial respiration the heart were 
excited by galvanism, death is all but 
invariable.” This results from the fact 
that ‘‘the passage of a galvanic current 
through the muscles of a body recently 
dead confers on those muscles no new 
energy; that the current in its passage 
only excites temporary contraction; that 
the force of contraction resident in the 
muscles themselves is but educed by the 
excitation, and to strike the life out of 
the muscles by the galvanic shock with- 
out feeding the force, expended by con- 
traction, from the centre of the body, is a 
fatal principle of practice.” 

CURIOUS OPTICAL EXPERIMENTS. 

Pror. Nreaer of the Washington uni- 
versity at St. Louis describes some op- 
tical illusions, easily tried and apparently 
very singular, as follows: 1. Fold a sheet 
of writing paper into a tube whose di- 
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ameter is about threecm. Keeping both 
eyes open, look through the tube with 
one eye, and look at the hand with the 
other, the hand being placed close by the 
tube. An extraordinary phenomenon 
will be observed. A hole the size of the 
tube will appear cut through the hand, 
through which objects are distinctly visi- 
ble. That part of the tube between the 
eye and the hand wili appear transparent, 
as though the hand was seen through it. 
This experiment is not new, but I have 
never seen it described. Theexplanation 
of it is quite evident. 

2. Drop a blot of ink upon the palm of 
the hand, at the point where the hole ap- 
pears to be, and again observe as before. 
Unless the attention be strongly concen- 
trated upon objects seen through the 
tubes the ink-spot will be visible within 
the tube (apparently), but that part of 
the hand upon which it rests will be in- 
visible, unless special attention be direct- 
ed to the hand. Ordinarily the spot will 
appear opaque. By directing the tube 
upon brilliantly illuminated objects, it 
will, however, appear transparent, and 
may be made to disappear by proper 
effort. By concentrating the atten‘ion 
upon the hand, it may also be seen within 
the tube (especially if strongly illumin- 
ated), that part immediately surrounding 
the ink spot appearing first. 

3. Substitute for the hand a sheet of un- 
ruled paper, and for the ink spot a small 
hole cut through the paper. The small 
hole will appear within the tube, distin- 
guishing itself by its higher illumination, 
the paper immediately surrounding it 
being invisible. Many other curious 
experiments will suggest themselves, 
For example: if an ink spot somewhat 
larger than the tube be observed, the 
lower end of the tube wiil appear to be 
blackened on the inside. 





ICE MACHINES 

Ice machines are constructions designed 
to employ the heat generated from coal 
in extracting the heat stored up in water 
at the ordinary temperature. One ton of 
coal will make 15 tons of ice, and yet 
only about 1 per cent. of the power used 
is utilized, these machines being especial- 
ly wasteful of heat. The work is done 
through the medium of some volatile 
fluid, like ether or ammonia, or by the use 
of previously cooled air. Raoul Pictet, 
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whoadvocates the employmentof another 
fluid—sulphurous acid solution—says 
that every machine must comply with 
five conditions: 1. Too great pressure 
must not occur in any part of the appar- 
atus. 2. The volatile liquid employed 
ought to be so volatile that there will be 
no danger of air entering. 3. It is nec- 
essary to have a system of compression 
which does not require the constant in- 
troduction of grease or of foreign mate- 
rials into the machine. 4. The liquid 
must be stable, it must not decompose 
by the frequent changes of condition, and 
it must not exert chemical action on the 
metals of which the apparatus is con- 
structed. 5. Lastly, it is necessary, as 
far as possible, to remove all danger of 
explosion and cf fire, and for this reason 
the liquid must not be combustible. The 
only substance, in his opinion, that an- 
swers these requirements is sulphurous 
acid. This subject is a very important 
one. If the utilization of heat could be 
carried to 8 per cent., as in most machines, 
it might be possible to make ice cheaper 
in New York than to gather, store, and 
transport it. 


AMERICAN ANTIQUITIES. 

Some months ago the telegraph an- 
nounced that a Congress of Americanistes 
had met in Nancy in France, and few 
people in this country could imagine who 
the congressmen were or whether they 
were of this country. It was, in fact, 
the meeting of a society, composed chiefly 
of Europeans, which means to prosecute 
studies in the history, language, and 
character of American aborigines. This 
is a laudable work. America probably 
offers the most important field for ethno- 
logical study in the world. The great 
extent of her two continents gave the 
freest scope for the complete develop- 
ment of whatever capacity for civiliza- 
tion her people had; and yet savagism 
continued here for many centuries after 
it had ceased in Europe. Thus the stu- 
dent in going back three hundred years 
can penetrate the past as far in this coun- 
try as he can reach in Europe by pursu- 
ing his inquiries back for two to three 
thousand years. Under ordinary circum- 
stances this fact would make American 
history much easier to study than those 
of Europe where the remnants left by 
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the savage tribes are dimmed by an ex- 
traordinary progress or covered by the 
débris of centuries of movement. But 
the truth is it is about as easy to learn 
the habits of the ancient Britons as those 
of the American tribes, even the most 
civilized, five centuries ago. This is 
partly due to the wanton destruction of 
valuable records by the early conquerors 
and partly to the prepossession that most 
men, even able ones, seem to be shackled 
with; namely, that the origin of Ameri- 
ca’s former inhabitants is to be sought in 
some people of Asia. If they would 
leave that question for the twentieth 
century to decide, and begin a painstak- 
ing inquiry into what was going on in this 
country before its discovery, ask not who, 
but what sort of men inhabited it, their 
habits and their relations, the gentlemen 
who compose this society of American- 
istes would probably reach valuable re- 
sults. There is plenty to occupy them. 
If they do not want to grapple at once 
such a knotty subject as the relation 
of the Mound Builders to the existing 
tribes, let them explore Spain for relics 
of the Aztecs. Itis highly probable that 
records of the most precious character 
are still to be found there in public ar- 
chives and in private hands, the descend- 
ants perhaps of common soldiers of Cor- 
tes’s army, who were quite likely to send 
home during and after the Conquest 
things that were odd and quaint to them 
and which would be invaluable to us 
now. As it is, the time of the Nancy 
Congress of Americanistes has been too 
much occupied with efforts to make the 
ancient inhabitants of this country a tag 
to one of the numerous Asian migrations. 
All such attempts have been failures, for 
the simple reason that we do nct have 
facts enough to prove any theory. Still 
they have done some good work, and 
though the subject is not of the most im- 
portance, wecan but think that M. Comet- 
tant’s paper on ‘‘ Music in America ’’ 
before its discovery by Columbus must 
have been as correct in purpose as it ap- 
pears daring in subject. 





Some seeds will germinate when placed 
between pieces of ice and kept at a freez- 
ing temperature; and it is thought that 
this method will afford an easy means of 
selecting varieties of seed which will bear 
a cold climate. 
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Tue explosiom in the coal mines at 
Jabin, Belgium, last February, was due 
to the ignition of fine coal powder sus- 
pended in the air. 


A Vienna lady, who had been maid of 
honor to the Empress Maria Theresa, 
lately died in that city at the age of one 
hundred and nineteen years. That is cer- 
tainly a well established case of longevity 
extending beyond a century. 


THe rare metal vanadium is worth 
13,000 francs ($2,600) per pound; about 
eight times as much as gold. And yet 
vanadium is, as Dr. Hayes has shown, a 
very widely diffused metal. It forms, 
however, only a mere trace in most rocks. 


W. Sremens has lately determined ve- 
locity of propagation of electricity in sus- 
pended iron telegraph wires, and finds it 
to be between 30,000 and 35,000 miles 
per second. Kirchhoff had determined 
it at 21,000 miies and Wheatstone at 61,- 
900 miles. 


Pror. Foret of Switzerland has proved 
that the water of lakes oscillates almost 
constantly from one bank to another, and 
this not only from end to end, but also 
from side to side. Thus the Swiss lakes 
have two Sciches, as they are called, in 
opposite directions, 


THE sewage schemes have had a good 
many indignant critics and fervent de- 
fenders. Of the former is Mr. Louis 
Thompson, who says that the sewage dis- 
charged into seacoast harbors floats on 
the surface, being lighter than salt wa- 
ter. Its solid portions are cast up on the 
shore and in shoal places, there to become 
the food of animals, among which are 
shell fish, that serve for man’s food, 


Boys’ kites can be kept from plunging 
by making both the wood cross pieces in 
the form of a bow, instead of flat. The 
string is placed a little above the centre 
of the upright bow, and a very light tail 
attached. These kites are very steady, 
and if a string attached to one side of the 
centre is pulled after the kite has risen, it 
can be made to fly as much as thirty de- 
grees from the wind. For this reason it 
is proposed to use kites for bringing a ves- 
sel to windward. 

















Mrs. Annie Epwarps’s last book* 
does not open well in point of style. The 
first paragraph of the first chapter is: 
‘She was a woman of nearly thirty when 
I first saw her; a woman spiritless and 
worn beyond her years,” etc. This be- 
ginning not only a chapter but a book 
with a pronoun implying an antecedent 
is very bad, in the low and vulgar way 
of badness. It brings to mind the super- 
human daily efforts of the ‘‘ American 
humorist ’’ of journalism to be funny; 
and it should be left to him and to his 
kind. And in the next paragraph Mrs. 
Edwards describes her heroine as ‘*‘ walk- 
ing wearily along the weary street of 
Chesterford St. Mary.” Bad style again, 
and this time in the way of affectation. 
A man’s way may be weary if he is tired 
or weak; but not even then should it be 
60 called, when he has just been spoken of 
as weary himself, or as walking wearily; 
and weary as applied descriptively to a 
village street is almost nonsense. These 
defects are not important, but they ar- 
rest attention as being at the very open- 
ing of the story. And it must be con- 
fessed that for a chapter or two ‘*‘ A Point 
of Honor” is rather slight in texture 
and commonplace. It is, however, 
interesting enough to lead us on, and the 
reader who holds his way into the third 
or fourth chapter is repaid. The au- 
thoress then warms up to her work, and 
begins to show her quality, which is that 
of a true literary artist. We do not say 
a great artist, be it cbserved, but a true 
artist. She paints only genre pictures; 
but unlike most works of that class (on 
canvas at least), they are not mere 
representations of pretty faces and pretty 
clothes. She works with a real knowl- 
edge of the human heart, and her work is 
full of feeling. She does nothing in the 
grand style; even her most loving wo- 
men do not have grand passions; but all 
her work is truthful and warm with real 
life, and her earnest people are really in 
earnest. The story of “‘A Point of 


* “4 Point of Honor.” 
WARDS. 
& Co. 


By Mrs. Axnrz Ep- 
16mo, pp. 325. New York: Sheldon 
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Honor” is interesting, although its inci- 
dents are not all out of the common way. 
Gifford Mohun, the handsome young heir 
of Yatton, an estate in Devonshire, loves, 
when he is only twenty, one Jane Grand, 
a beautiful and sweet-natured girl who is 
only a year younger than himself. No- 
thing is known of her history. She her- 
self does not know her own parentage. 
All this has been concealed from her at 
her father’s request, anc with some rea- 
son ; for it comes out that she is the daugh- 
ter of a felon, who died in the hulks, by 
a minor French actress, a modification of 
whose name, Grandet, she bears. When 
she knows this, she refuses to taint Mo- 
hun’s name and life with such dishonor, 
and he accepts her decision; doing so 
with two implications on the part of the 
authoress: first, that he was selfish in 
doing so at all; next, that doing it he 
did it coldly and with a false affectation 
of fecling. He leaves Yatton and its 
neighborhood, and plunges into dissipa- 
tion. Jane remains at Chesterford, lead- 
ing her solitary life and loving him, 
Meantime the vicar, Mr. Follett, a man 
of strong nature, much tenderness, and 
great tact, whose character is admirably 
drawn, loves Jane, and quietly bides his 
time. After ten years, however, Mohun 
returns, walks into Jane’s parlor, and 
asks her to be friends with him. She, 
loving him no less than ever, assents 
gladly, and thereafter he is almost domes- 
ticated in her cottage. He has become 
somewhat gross in manner and in speech, 
as well as in person; but Jane loves him, 
and watches for his coming, day by day, 
as when she was a girl. This goeson for 
some months, with a slight admixture of 
the curate, when all at once a new per- 
sonage appears upon the scene. Mohun 
receives a letter, which he shows to Jane, 
and asks her advice about. It is from a 
Matty Fergusson, whom he remembers as 
the untidy little daughter of some dis- 
reputable people he knew something of 
.t a German watering place. She tells a 


sad tale of destitution, and asks him to 
recommend her to some of his friends as 


He is dis- 


& governess or companion, 
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gusted and angered at the intrusion, and 
proposes to send her a five-pound note, 
or perhaps ten pounds, and so end the 
matter. But Jane, whom he asks to 
write the letter for him, is touched with 
pity for the poor girl’s forlornness and 
suffering, and writes an invitation to her 
to come to Chesterford and visit her for 
a week, She brings a Greek horse within 
the walls of her little Troy. She and Gif- 
ford expect to see a poor, meek, limp, shab- 
bily dressed slip of a girl; but Miss Mat- 
ty Fergusson enters the cottage a tall 
and magnificently beautiful young wo- 
man; her grandeur both of toilet and 
person quite dwarfing the poor little 
cottage and its poor little mistress, The 
end is now visible. Matty Fergusson is 
the adventuress daughter of an adven- 
turess mother. Nothing was true in her 
letter except the story of her poverty; 
and she has played this game with the 
direct purpose of catching the master of 
Yatton. She succeeds; and when Jane 
speaks to him about its being time for 
his overwhelming young friend to depart, 
he becomes rude and makes a brutal 
speech, which undeceives Jane, and kills 
her lovefor him. Mohun, however, does 
not give himself up to the Fergusson 
without an attempt at freedom, and an 
endeavor to resume his relations with 
Jane, whom he now appreciates at her 
full worth. He confesses and deplores 
his fault and begs forgiveness, and offers 
to break with Miss Fergusson at any cost, 
if Jane will give him back her love. But 
she, although she forgives, will not receive 
him again on the old footing, and he 
drives off with his handsome adventuress 
wife, and Jane loves and is married to 
Mr. Follett. The story is told with great 
and yet with very simple skill, and the 
characters of the few personages are re- 
vealed rather than portrayed. And by 
the way, we remark upon Mrs. Edwards’s 
ability to interest her readers and work 
out a story with few materials. She 
rarely depends for her effects upon more 
than four or five personages. She is 
equally reserved in her manner. She 
does not paint black and white, but with 
human tints only in light and shadow. 
In this book Mohun’s selfishness is shown 
with a very delicate hand, and although 
we are left in no doubt as to his real 
character, he is dealt with in such an 
impartial and artistic spirit, that some 
similarly selfish men will apologize for 
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him and some others will, it may be 
hoped, read themselves in him and strug- 
gle against the worse part of their na- 
tures. Jane is, perhaps, more angel 
than woman, but then a good woman 
who loves is so often truly angelic with 
an admixture of human passion that 
makes her more loveable as well as more 
loving than any angel ever was, that we 
cannot find fault with poor Jane's per- 
fection. In reading this book we cannot 
but remark the common nature of its 
subject in women’s novels nowadays. 
The themes on which they write endless 
variations are the selfishness of men, 
and the unselfishness of women in love. 
Of the men in the women-written nov- 
els of the day, so many are plausible, 
agreeable, clever, accomplished, heartless 
creatures; only a few escape the general 
condemnation, and they are those queer 
creatures ‘women’s men ”—impossible, 
and bores, like Daniel Deronda. The 
heroines, major and minor, love devoted- 
ly. But George Eliot does not fall into 
the latter blunder. For some reason she 
is able to see the feminine as well as the 
masculine side of social and sexual sel- 
fishness, This treatment of men on the 
part of the sex is remarkable, for women 
themselves will admit and do admit, in 
unguarded moments, that there is some- 
what less of disinterestedness in this mat- 
ter on woman’s side than on man’s. But 
the point, we suppose, is this, that woman, 
when she does love with all her heart, 
loves with a blind devotion, an exclusive- 
ness of admiration and of passion, and a 
persistency, which she demands from 
man, which, not having, she doubts 
whether she is loved at all, and which, it 
must be confessed, rare im woman, is 
much more rare in man, with whom in- 
deed it is exceptional. The truth is that 
man’s love is as different from woman’s 
as his body is; but it is, therefore, none 
the less worth having if she would only 
think so. Man is mude to have less ex- 
clusiveness of feeling in this respect than 
woman has. He would not be man else, 
nor she woman if she were otherwise, 
The mistake is in her expectation of re- 
ceiving exactly the same as she gives. 
She has found out that she does not get 
it, or does so very rarely, and the men 
in women’s novels of the Gifford Mohun 
type are one of the ways in which she 
proclaims and avenges her wrongs. 

—‘*The Barton Experiment,” by ‘the 
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author of ‘ Helen’s Babies,’ * cannot 
be called a novel—hardly a tale—and 
yet it is a story—the story of a great 
‘temperance movement” at Barton, 
which is supposed to be a village some- 
where at the west—in Kentucky, we 
should say, from certain local references. 
We do not know who the author of Hel- 
en’s Babies is—he, and Helen, and her 
babies being alike strangers to us; but 
he is a clever writer, and a humorist, 
with no little dramatic power. His per- 
sonages are studies from nature, and 
have individuality and life; albeit they 
reveal a somewhat narrow horizon of 
observation. He uses largely, but always 
humorously, the western style of exag- 
geration; as, for example, when he makes 
one of his reformers tell a steamboat 
captain that if he will stop drinking 
whiskey, he will make a reputation, and 
‘*be as famous as the Red River raft or 
the Mammoth Cave—the only thing of 
the sort west of the Alleghanies.” He 
descrives his people in a way that shows 
that he has them in the eye of his imagi- 
nation; as in this portrait of a Mrs. Tap- 
pelmine: ‘* With face, hair, eyes, and 
garments of the same color, the color 


itself being neutral; small, thin, faded, 
inconspicuous, poorly clad, bent with 
labors which had yielded no return, as 
dead to the world as saints strive to be, 
yet remaining in the world for the sake 
of those whom she had often wished out 


of it,” ete. The book is in every way 
clever, and its purpose is admirable—the 
lesson which it is written to teach being 
that personal effort and personal sacrifice 
on the part: of reformers is necessary to 
reclaim hard drinkers. But the radical 
fault of all such moral story writing is 
that the writer makes his puppets do as 
he likes. The drinking steamboat cap- 
tain yields to the persuasions of his 
friend, and even submits to necessary 
personal restraint. But how if he had 
not yielded? Old Tappelmine gives up 
his whiskey for the sake of money and 
employment, which inducements are 
strongly backed by his neutral-colored 
wife; but how if he had been brutally 
selfish and immovable? In both these 
cases, and in all the others, failure was 
at least quite as likely as success. Peo- 

*“* The Barton Experiment.” By the author 


of “Helen's Babies.’’ New York: G, P. Put- 
nam’s Sons. 
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ple in real life cannot be managed as 
they can upon paper. Still the book 
contains a truth, and is likely to do good. 
—The same publishers have also brought 
out an illustrated book by Bayard Tay- 
lor,* which is suitable to the coming 
holiday season. It is a collection of 
short tales of adventure in different 
parts of the world, in which boys take 
a prominent part. It is one of the fruits 
of the author’s extended travels, and is 
manly, simple, and healthy—a very good 
sort of book for those for whom it is 
intended, which, in these days of mawk- 
ish or feverish ‘‘ juvenile” literature, is 
saying much for it. 

—Why Miss Thacher should call a little 
book, which contains a little collection 
of little sketches, ‘‘ Seashore and Prai- 
rie,” we do not see. It is rather a big 
and an affected name for such a slight 
thing. But it is bright and pleasant, 
and well suited to the needs of those who 
cannot fix their attention long upon any 
subject. We regret to see in it marks of 
that extravagance and affectation in the 
use of language which are such common 
blemishes of style in our ephemeral lit- 
erature. For example: a very sensible 
and much needed plea for the preserva- 
tion of birds, is called ‘* The Massacre of 
the Innocents;” and we are told that 
‘*a St. Bartholomew of birds has been 
inaugurated.” Miss Thacher should leave 
this style of writing to the newspaper 
reporters. 

—The large circle of readers who are 
interested in Palestine, and the lands 
and waters round about it, will find Mr. 
Warner’s last book of travelf¢ very plea- 
sant reading—full of information and 
suggestion. He observes closely, de- 
scribes nature with a true feeling for 
her beauties, and men with spirit and a 
fine apprehension of their peculiarities, 
He is not very reverent, and breaks some 
idols which have been worshipped. He 
is not an admirer of the Hebrews, or of 
anything that is theirs, except their lit- 
erature. His style is lively and agree- 
able, but we cannot call it either elegant 
or correct. He tells some ‘“‘traveller’s 
stories;” for instance, one about catch- 


* “ Boys of Other Countries. Stories for Amer 
ican Boys.”” By Bayarp TaYtor. 12mo, pp. 
164. New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons. 

+ “In the Levant.” By C. D. Warner. 
pp. 374. Boston: J. R. Osgood & Co, 
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ing an eagle’s feather on horseback (pp. 
103, 104). True he ‘‘ has the feather to 
show;’’ but on the whole he makes not 
too many overdrafts upon the credulity 
of his readers, and does not color much 
too highly. 

—In his latest tale* Mr. Yates introduces 
American characters, following what 
seems to be the prevailing fashion among 
English authors, especially those who are 
not of the first rank. Mr. Yates man- 
ages his foreign scenes and characters 
with good judgment, but his Americans 
we should not recognize as such without 
his introduction. The scene of the story 
isin England. Sir Frederick Randall, a 
dissolute young nobleman, is condemned 
to imprisonment, under an assumed name, 
for forgery. Making his escape, he woos 
a beautiful and innocent American girl, 
the daughter of a petroleum millionaire 
from Oil City. As he is already married, 
it is necessary to dispose of one wife 
before he takes another. This he does 
by throwing madam over a cliff by the 
seashore. Caught by projecting bushes, 
she is, without his knowledge, rescued 
alive by some Americans, who are yacht- 
ing off the coast. One of these Ameri- 
cans has long loved Minnie Adams, the 
pretty American girl, but she and her 
parents are fascinated by Sir Frederick’s 
title and the expected introduction to 
high-class English society. Minnie mar- 
ries the would-be murderer, and after a 
year of trouble and brutal treatment, 
severe sickness ensues, during which she 
is nursed by her husband’s first and only 
legal wife. Finally Sir Frederick is 
murdered by an old comrade of his de- 
baucheries, and the two wives are equi- 
tably distributed between the two Ameri- 
can gentlemen. 

—Messrs. Hurd & Houghton are doing 
good service in reissuing the Riverside 
edition of the Waverley Novels.¢ The 
well-chosen proportion of page and type 
and the excellent work of the Riverside 
press have combined to make these vol- 
umes, what American books are too apt 
not to be—a thing of permanent beauty. 
The publishers intend to bring out the 
edition quite rapidly. Five volumes are 


* “ Going to the Bad. A Novel.” By Epmunp 
Yates. Boston: William F. Gill & Co. 75cts. 

+ “Waverley Novels.” Riverside Edition. 
“ Waverley,” ‘“‘Guy Mannering,” ‘Rob Roy,” 
“The Antiquary.’ New York : Hurd & Hough- 
ton. $3.50 per volume. 
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ready, and the others will follow at the 
rate of one each month. The present 
is the great era of mediocre men. A 
horde of novel writers gain their liv- 
ing successfully enough, and we take 
them up and talk about what they are 
doing, and how their works compare 
with each other, as if their doings had 
real importance. But what are they to 
the enduring genius of Abbotsford ? 
He has not only proved an inexhaustible 
source of delight to two generations of 
readers, but has founded an industry—the 
publication of his works—which is likeiy 
to be for scores of years to come a per- 
manent source of livelihood to hundreds, 





Ir is evident that we have not a new 
light of poetry in Mr. Voldo.* He tells 
us that this is a first attempt, and it may 
well be the last, for he seems to have 
been led—and misled—into the practice 
of poetic expression by a certain gift, in 
his case fatal, of rhythm. The flow of 
his lines is far superior to the meaning or 
the expression. In fact the latter is so 
involved and farfetched, that the former 
is often entirely obscured. To find out 
what it is he tries to tell us would really 
be a painful process, and the few at- 
tempts we have made were too immedi- 
ately fatiguing to produce any results, 
Two of his poems are worth reading, one 
because its versification is well managed, 
and the other because its story is simple 
and naturally told. It isa relief after 
so many pages of overstraining at words, 
and it shows that Mr. Voldo can be real- 
ly pleasant, if he will only be simple. 
Well, two out of fifty is above the average! 





It is only two years since a prominent 
American geologist wrote to a foreign 
scientific paper that he had been on the 
point of sending to Germany for two or 
three men to assist him in an important 
State survey.t His reason for this deter- 
mination was that our country did not 
possess men competent to find and fol- 
low up intelligently the different strata; 
except those who were already engaged 
on other surveys. Luckily this discredit- 
able act was prevented by the sudden 

*“ 4 Song of America, and Minor Lyrics.” 
By V. Votpo. New York: Hanscom & Co. 

+ “ Report on the Geology of the Eastern Por- 
tion of the Unita Mountains and Adjacent Coun- 
try.’ With Atlas. By J. W. PoweLt. Wash- 
ington: Department of the Interior, 
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abandonment of one of these other sur- 
veys, which released assistants enough to 
satisfy this extremely difficult gentleman. 
The truth is that, by some means, geo- 
logical science has been pushed in this 
country with great vigor and with grand 
results. Within the last ten years there 
has been a revival of energy in that par- 
ticular science which recalls the golden 
days of Hugh Miller, Murchison, Agas- 
siz, and Lyell. The time when the very 
exacting gentleman, above alluded to, 
could not find helpers on this side of the 
Atlantic, was the middle point around 
which were grouped the surveys of New- 
berry and Andrews in Ohio, Clarence 
King in Nevada, Whitney in California, 
Wheeler and Powell south of the Pacific 
Railroad, and Hayden north of that line. 
Michigan was just finishing a partial, 
but extremely productive; survey of her 
mineral regions. Missouri had plunged 
hopefully into another. Pennsylvania 
was planning the comprehensive work in 
which Leslie and his aids are now en- 
gaged. Indiana, New Jersey, and other 
States had taken the great steps so much 
desired by the initiated all over the 
world, and had made the geologist a 
standing member of their government. 
All this had been done without the 
necessary importation ofa foreigner. One 
or two foreigners had obtained employ- 
ment on these surveys, but only because 
they came here and sought the work. 
Nearly every one of the young men who 
performed the work of assistants was an 
American. It is safe to say that in this 
revival of geological work from twenty 
to fifty young Americans have learned to 
be scientific men. As to the resuits of 
their activity, it is sufficient to read a 
report like that of Mr. Powell, to find 
how rapidly they are adding to our know- 
ledge of the earth’s history, and even 
altering the canons of scientific belief. 
Mr. Powell tells us that in his first ex- 
pedition, eight years ago, and for three 
years after that, he tried hard to find in 
the west the equivalents of the State 
epochs and periods so well known as the 
basis of geological nomenclature, and 
nearly all taken from the exposures in 
New York and other Eastern and South- 
eastern States. It was not until this 
attempt was abandoned that he began 
to make progress. He had to study 
the western regions by themselves, and 
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leave correspondences to the future. 
That was the experience of all the work- 
ers in the west, and it brings plainly to 
view the great fact, of which not all, 
even of our best known geologists, are 
yet fully persuaded, that the geological 
record, though doubtless a unit, is not 
uniform over the whole country. These 
shackles thrown off, the geology of the 
west leaped up with a vigor which is 
astonishing. It seemed to be pretty evi- 
dent, from Prof. Huxley’s lectures here, 
that he had not before imagined what 
results had been obtained in America. 
This is not surprising. Few foreigners 
are able to keep along with the work 
performed in this country, where there 
is such a direful supposed lack of work- 
ers! It is a fact that at present there 
is no part of the world where the dis- 
coveries made in this science are of so 
general importance as here. The Rocky 
mountains owe their name ‘to great and 
widely spread aridity,” the mountains 
being ‘‘scantily clothed with vegetation 
and the indurated lithologic formations 
rarely masked with soils.” But there 
are many systems of uplifts in this re- 
gion, and Mr. Powell distinguishes three 
in the field covered by his report. They 
are the Park mountains (‘‘the lofty 
mountains that stand as walls about the 
great parks of Southern Wyoming, Colo- 
rado, and Northern New Mexico ”); the 
Basin Range system (named by Gilbert 
from the fact that many of them sur- 
round basins that have no drainage to 
the sea); and the Plateau Province. It 
is worth remarking that in the west the 
geologist precedes or accompanies the 
topographer, and accordingly has an 
opportunity to name the regions accord- 
ing to real peculiarities rather than 
chance suggestions. The future map 
will be significant of the past history as 
well as of the ocular features of the land- 
scape. Mr. Powell gives careful sections 
of the strata in the Plateau Province, 
where they are about 46,000 feet thick. 
Few persons imagine the vast amount of 
work, exploration, and comparison which 
such drawings embody. The beds form 
a series of groups unlike those of the New 
York geologists, but the great geologic 
ages are as well defined a8 elsewhere. The 
synchronism remains to be fully estab- 
lished by paleontological proofs. He 
thinks he has been able to fix upon the 
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true point of division between the Meso- 
zoic and Cenozoic ages, and to prove that 
coal was deposited through about 7,000 
feet of Cretaceous and about 4,500 feet of 
Cenozoic beds. Mr. Powell’s literary 
style is excellent—not involved, but clear 
and energetic. He was wise to abandon 
the idea of publishing an itinerary, which 
would, as he says, *‘ encumber geological 
literature with a mass of undigested facts 
of little value.” Geology has enough of 
such meaningless reports. As it is, we 
follow him with confidence, and he gives 
us a story that is plain and comprehen- 
sible. 





Tue publications of the Massachusetts 
Board of Health* have been of a supe- 
rior character, and have given that or- 
ganization decided prominence among 
similar American boards. The question 
of how to prevent river pollution in their 
State they think can best be solved by 
placing advisory power in the hands of 
some Government officer, upon whose 
conclusions legislative action for each 
case should be based. This officer would 
be paid by the parties in interest. Good 
results are to be obtained only by com- 
paring and altering when necessary what 
is done. In this country too little is 
known about this subject, and the ap- 
pointment of an official ‘‘ with power ” is 
the first step toward knowledge. The 
suggestions made as to the way to deal 
with sewage are also mostly good, but it 
is doubtful whether general purification 
can wisely be enforced in the present 
state of sanitary science. If there are 
any very bad cases of pollution, they may 
properly be provided for in the way sug- 
gested, and experience gained from them. 
The lack of experience here is partially 
corrected by studying the work accom- 
plished abroad; but a rapid review of 
such work can never replace the slower 
results of individual experience. The 
report of Mr. Kirkwood, the engineer, 
adds to the abundant testimony we al- 
ready have of the efficacy and power of 
Nature’s quietest work. Analyses show 
that the water of Charles river above the 
Newton lower falls is, when filtered, fit, 
though barely fit, to drink, and yet it has 
received the refuse of forty-two mills and 


** Seventh Annual Report of the State Board 


of Health of Massachusetts." Boston: Wright & 
Potter. 
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factories, with a population of 14,000 
persons known to be sewering into the 
river, and a population in the basin of 
three times that number. The river has 
a dry-weather flow of only twenty mil- 
lion gallons in twenty-four hours. On 
the general subject of sewage utilization 
the secretary concludes that in this 
country the sewage has no value, but can 
in some places, at least, be utilized with- 
out loss. In the death rate of Massa- 
chusetis towns the village of Canton 
(4,192 population) carries the palm, with 
only 11.9 deaths per thousand. Holyoke, 
56.5 per thousand, has the highest. 

—The report that a city is to be built in 
England on strict sanitary principles, in 
which man may, if he will, live to a hun- 
dred and fifty years of age. will give 
additional interest to this address* in 
which Dr. Richardson develops the pro- 
ject. The address was delivered a year 
ago, when the Doctor was president of 
the Health Department of the Social 
Science Association. It deserves aiten- 
tion because it indicates, pretty nearly, 
the goal toward which all the conscious 
and unconscious improvement in our 
living for centuries has tended. Whether 
man can obtain such control over the du- 
ration of his life depends very largely 
upon whether he finds himself able to 
submit to the discipline and self-abnega- 
tion without which the mechanical im- 
provements made will have only partial 
success. Perfect living is not merely a 
thing of appliances. These are necessary, 
but the subjection of the will to the re- 
quirements of orderly conduct is equally 
necessary. However, Dr. Richardson 
says that ‘‘ Utopia is but another word 
for time,” and it is certain that his ideal 
of public and private life will be at ieast 
approached by the slow progress of small 
improvements. Some people have ob- 
jected that they don’t want to live a cen- 
tury and a half, and that a city where 
men two hundred years of age might oc- 
easionally be seen walking about is just 
the place they would most carefully 
avoid. But we can none of us escape 
our fate. If society is progressing to- 
ward that end, let us accept it, and even 
allow the men of science to hurry up 
matters a century ortwo. It is, perhaps, 
significant that this change in man’s es- 


* “ Hygeia; A City of Health.” By BensamiIn 
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tate comes just at the time when a reduc- 
tion in the rate of interest is taking place, 
and it seems likely that a man will have 
to live to a hundred years in order to ac- 
cumulate enough to buy him a house. 
When he has it, he will need another half 
century to enjoyit. At all events read 
this ideal, extraordinary, and learned 
exposition of the health of the future. 

— The idea of collecting in one volume 
a concise statement of modern theories 
of the mode in which we receive impres- 
sions is excellent, and it has been well 
carried out by Prof. Bernstcin.* Touch, 
sight, hearing, smell, and taste are treated 
from an anatomical and experimental 
point of view, and the researches of 
Helmholtz, Weber, and the numerous 
band of investigators who have in late 
years devised so many ingenious modes 
of testing the operation of these senses 
are well represented. The book contains 
probably as much exact and accurate in- 
formation, and as thorough a treatment 
of the subject, as can be contained in a 
volume of this size. It isan advanced 
treatise that places the reader in pos- 
session of the latest theories on these 
occult subjects. Of necessity it is not 
new; but this treatment and the facts 
here given will be found novel by most 
readers. 
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— Dvunatxe the progress of the canvass 
for the Presidential election—in our Sep- 
tember number—we made a promise 
which seemed about the safest that could 
be made, but which proved to be a rash 
one—so rash that at this moment we are 
entirely unable to redeem it—as unable 
as if we had undertaken to say which 
exhibitor at the Philadelphia Exhibition 
would not get a medal. We said that 
we would give our readers accurate in- 
formation, in our December number, 
as to which party was likely to carry the 
day. What may happen before these 
words are printed and laid before our 
readers we cannot tell; and the expe- 
rience of the past few weeks has taught 
us caution as to prediction and promise, 
even upon apparent certainty; but al- 
though the election is more than a month 
past, we do not know who is to be Presi- 
dent, and no one is wiser on this subject 
than we are. The matter is not one to 
be treated lightly. It is of the gravest 
possible importance. No consequence of 
our civil war is more serious or more de- 
plorable than that condition of the for- 
mer slave States, which has caused this 
prolonged uncertainty with regard to the 
result of the election, and that political 
state of the whole country which has 
made this uncertainty the occasion of 
such intense and embittered feeling, and 
such desperate measures by the man- 
agers of both the great political parties. 
In fact, the war of secession is not at an 
end. Twelve years have passed since 
the military forces of the seceders sur- 
rendered to those of the Government, 
but the contest, or one arising from it, 
prolongs itself into the present, when 
those are men who, when the war broke 
out, were too young to understand its 
causes. And at the same time we are 
suffering, in our prostrate trade and al- 
most extinguished commerce, another 
grievous consequence of the same dire 
internecine struggle. Truly ourselves 
and our institutions are sorely tried. 
A like combination of disastrous circum- 
stances would bring about a revolution 
in any other country. If we go through 


this trial safely, we may not only feel 
thankful, but take some reasonable pride 
in the national character and in the 
political institutions that will bear such 
a long and severe strain without break- 
ing. And yet we all have faith that we 
shall endure it and come out in the end 
more stable and more prosperous than 
ever. 


— THE cause of this trouble is a chanze 
in the political substance and the politi- 
cal habits of the country, of which ‘he 
average citizen seems to have little know- 
ledge and of which he takes less thought. 
We do not refer to the change of the 
functions of the Electoral College from 
those of a real electing body to those of 
a mere recorder of the votes of the peo- 
ple of the several States, which has been 
much remarked upon of late years. That 
change took place very early; and thus 
far it has been productive of no trouble 
or even of inconvenience. If that were 
all, there would be little need of any 
modification of our system of electing 
the President. But there has been of 
later years—say within the last half cen- 
tury—a change from the political con- 
dition of the country to which the Elec- 
toral College was adapted. We are in 
the habit, in patriotic moments, of laud- 
ing the wisdom and the foresight of the 
fathers of the republic. And they were 
wise, and good, and patriotic men; but 
as to their foresight, it would seem that 
we are to-day a living witness that they 
were quite incapable of seeing into the 
political future. We are now demand- 
ing that the Electoral College shall be 
abolished, and the President be elected 
by a direct popular vote; and yet nothing 
is surer than that the distinct purpose of 
the founders of our Federal Union was 
to prevent such an election. Their de- 
sign was to establish, not a democratic 
government, working more or less by 
mass-meeting—a direct vote of the mass 
of the citizens—but a representative 
republican government, in which the 
people should commit their affairs to 
their representatives, who should have 
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full power to manage them according to 
their discretion, entirely irrespective of 
the dictation of their constituents, al- 
though not without respect for their 
opinions and wishes. ‘The doctrine of 
instruction, by which the representative 
is turned into a mere delegate—a sort of 
political attorney—is new and is entirely 
at variance with the design of the found- 
ers of the republic, to which, of course, 
the Constitution was adapted. It was 
supposed, assumed as a matter of course, 
by them that there would always be a 
body of men of high character and in- 
telligence, who would have sufficient 
leisure to perform the functions of legis- 
lators, governors, and other officers, for 
a small compensation, and that the peo- 
ple at large would freely commit their 
affairs to these gentlemen, choosing, of 
course, those whose general political 
views were most in accordance with their 
own. So it was at the time of the war 
of Independence, and at that of the 
formation of the Constitution. Of such 
a political conception the Electoral Col- 
lege was a legitimate product. The 
** Fathers ” didn’t mean that the people 
should decide between the merits of the 
candidates for the Presidency. They 
thought—and shall we therefore decry 
their wisdom?—that a small body of 
intelligent and well educated men, men 
of character and social position, accus- 
tomed to the study of public affairs, was 
better fitted to choose such an officer as 
the President of the United States than 
the whele mass of the people. More- 
over, the people themselves have changed, 
and have become in substance and in 
condition something that the *‘ Fathers ” 
did not dream of. States in which the 
vote of the mass of the citizens should 
be in the hands of negroes or of emi- 
grants from the peasant class of Europe 
were not among the political conditions 
for which their foresight provided. 


— Tae great controlling fact in our 
politics is this one, so little regarded not 
only by the general public, but by men in 
active political life—the thorough change 
which has taken place in our society and 
in the attitude of the people toward the 
Government. As a consequence of this 
change, political power has passed al- 
most entirely out of the hands of the 
class of men to whom the framers of our 


Constitution intended to commit the ad- 
ministration of the Government which 
they called into being. It has fallen into 
those of men generally much inferior in 
cultivation and in position. And as we 
have already said, the very substance of 
the political constituency has changed. 
A suffrage practically universal and a 
controlling vote in one part of the coun- 
try of emancipated negro slaves and in 
the other of uneducated foreign emi- 
grants was not the political power to 
which Franklin, and Jefferson, and 
Hamilton and Adams, and their co- 
workers, supposed they were required to 
adapt their frame of government, And 
now no small part of our difficulty arises 
from the failure of a very large portion 
of our people, North as well as South, to 
perceive or at least fully to appreciate 
this change and its inevitable conse- 
quences, It is agreed by all students of 
political history, that the weakness of a 
written constitution lies in its inflexibil- 
ity; and the error of many of our politi- 
cal managers lies in their failure to ap- 
preciate this truth and their assumption 
that the country is to be governed now 
just as it was in the days of Washington. 
But the fact is that such a condition of 
political affairs as now exists in South 
Carolina and in Louisiana would have 
been not only morally but physically im- 
possible in the earlier years of the re- 
public. ‘*The people” in those States, 
and to a certain extent in all the States, 
but chiefly at the South, has not the 
same meaning that it had three-quarters 
of a century ago. Over the whole coun- 
try the conditions of our political prob- 
lem have changed; but most of all there; 
and the result is a strain upon our poli- 
tical institutions, and even upon our 
social institutions, which taxes their sta- 
bility to the utmost. The present crisis 
is only inferior in its gravity to that 
which preceded the attempted secession ; 
and now as then South Carolina takes the 
lead. But serious as the peril is, we shall 
pass through it safely. We did not 
emerge safely from the greater danger, 
to be overwhelmed by the less. Wisdom 
and firmness in the highest degree are 
demanded by the emergency; but wis- 
dom and firmness will control it, and 
whatever measures may become necessary 
we may be sure that they will be fraught 
with no peril to our liberties, or to the 
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stability of our Government. The nerv- 
ous apprehension exhibited by some peo- 
ple that any grave political disturbance 
and consequent manifestation of power 
on the part of the central Government 
is likely to end in a usurpation, and an 
enslavement of the American people, may 
be surely characterized, if not as weak, 
at least az unwarranted. Think of it 
coolly for a moment, and see how ab- 
surd itis. Any man born and bred in the 
United States ought to be ashamed to 
entertain such a notion for a moment. 
If we look back through the long and 
weary years of our civil war, we shall 
find that mistakes were made on the side 
of the arbitrary exercise of power, from 
which a few individuals suffered; but in- 
defensible as some of these were, accord- 
ing to the strict letter of the law, we can 
now see their real harmlessness to the 
public as clearly as we sce the error of 
those who committed them. At no time 
have our liberties been in less peril than 
when the President of the United States 
had under his absolute command an army 
larger than that ever actually controlled 
by any monarch (fables and exaggera- 
tions allowed for), and when the war- 
rant of the Secretary of War would have 
lodged any man in a Federal fortress. 
We see now the folly of the vaticinations 
against the endurance of our liberty 
which were uttered by many foreign 
wiseacres and some weak-kneed natives. 
Whatever may come of our present 
trouble, let us not forget the lessons of 
our recent experience. In spite of any 
bugaboo we shall remain a Federal re- 
public and a free people. 


— Ove accompaniment of the singular 
result of the election has been sufficiently 
ridiculous—the daily reports ef ‘the 
situation ” as they appeared in the col- 
umns and at the doors of the Republican 
and Democratic newspapers. The phrase 
**to lie like a bulletin ” has been justi- 
fied to the fullest extent. On which side 
lay the deviation from truth it was im- 
possible to say; but if one respectable 
journal’s assertions were true, the others 
surely were false. It was strange and 
laughable to read on one bulletin board, 
“Republican Victory! Election of 
Hayes! South Carolina and Florida 
ours by large majorities!” and then to 
find only a few yards off a no less flam- 
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ing announcement of ‘‘ Democratic Tri- 
umpi! Tilden elected! South Caro- 
lina and Florida give decided Democratic 
majorities!” And this was not only 
ridiculous, but somewhat incomprehen- 
sible. For the newspapers which made 
these flatly contradictory announcements 
at the same time and within short dis- 
tances, all equally prided themselves on 
their reputation as purveyors of news— 
news that could be relied upon. More- 
over, their means of obtaining news are 
pretty well known to the public and 
quite well to each other. True the 
“reliable gentleman,”’ and the “ distin- 
guished member of Congress,” figured 
somewhat largely as the sources of those 
very discrepant statements; and those 
persons are notoriously untrustworthy ; 
even more so than the “intelligent con- 
traband” of the war times. But after 
all it was a puzzle—unless, indeed, upon 
the assumption that these newspapers 
published each of them, not what they 
knew to be the fact, but what they 
thought their readers would like to be 
told; a theory not to be entertained fora 
moment. Nevertheless the facts as they 
presented themselves did seem to be 
worthy of some candid consideration by 
the journalistic mind; for to mere out- 
siders they seemed to point to the pru- 
dence and safety, to say the least, of 
more caution and reserve of assertion, 
with the certainty that the introduction 
of these new elements into the news 
department of journalism would tend to 
the elevation of the profession, and 
would beget a confidence in that de- 
partment of our leading journals which 
it may perhaps be safely said does 
not exist in a very high degree at pres- 
ent. Possibly, however, the question 
may have presented itself in this form to 
the journalistic mind: ‘‘If we continue 
to announce victory for our own party, 
and it so turns out in the end, we are all 
right, and we shali have pleased our 
readers. Ifthecontrary, we shall merely 
have to denounce the frauds of our 
opponents which have falsified the truth 
that we told, and we shui! have pleased 
our readers all the same.” Ingenious 
gentlemen. 


— Amone the humors of the election 
is one so significant that it should not be 
allowed to pass by unrecorded. One 
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Trish “*‘ American ” was describing to an- 
other the glories of a procession which 
had made night hideous to those not par- 
ticularly interested in it; and he closed 
the glowing account by saying, ‘‘ Oh, it 
wuz an illigent purrceshin intoirely ! 
Div’l a naygur or a Yankee int’ ut!” 
Doubtless this gentleman would think 
an election equally illigant in which 
neither a naygur nor a Yankee presumed 
to vote. 


— Tne period of the election excite- 
ment was marked also by the close of the 
great Centennial Exhibition, which must 
\ be regarded as a very great success, and 
which, we are pleased to record, proved 
far more successful pecuniarily than we 
anticipated that it would. Among the 
grand expositions of the world’s industry 
this one stands alone, we believe, in its 
possession of a surplus over and above 
its enormous expenses. This, however, 
is but one witness to the admirable man- 
ner in which it was managed. But even 
if it had-failed in this respect, as at first 
it seemed probable that it would, the 
money lost would have been well spent 
in producing the impression which it left 
upon all,or nearly all, of the intelligent 
foreigners whom it drew to Philadelphia. 
We happen to have heard some of these, 
who had not only been present at other 
exhibitions of the same kind in Europe, 
but had held the position of judges there, 
say that the Philadelphia exhibition was 
superior to all the others, not, it is true, 
in the beauty and value of the foreign 
articles exhibited, but in the native pro- 
ductions and in the arrangement, the 
system and discipline of the whole affair. 
The American machinery and tools eli- 
cited the highest admiration from quali- 
2 fied European judges. They found in 
them the results of a union of the high- 
est scientific acquirement with a corre- 
sponding excellence of material and ex- 
actness in manufacture. All the tools 
used in the higher departments of me- 
chanics elicited this expression of admi- 
ration, and with regard to those exhibited 
by two or three manufacturers the 
approbation was without qualification 
and in the highest terms. This result 
will be largely beneficial to our national 
reputation; for it was just in these 
respects, science, thoroughness, and ex- 
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actness, that our foreign critics were 
prepared to find us wanting. 


— Tue richness and variety of Ameri- 
can slang is remarked upon by almost all 
English travellers, who, however, might 
find at home, in the language of high-born 
people, departures from purity quite as 
frequent and as great as those prevalent 
with us, although perhaps not so gross; 
for it must be confessed that most of our 
slang is coarse and offensive, at least in 
form. But the most remarkable American 
peculiarity in regard to slang, or indeed 
in regard to any new fangle in language, 
is the quickness with which it is adopted, 
and comes, if not into general use, into 
general knowledge. This readiness of 
adaptability to slang may, however, be 
attributed almost entirely to the report- 
ers and correspondents, and ‘*‘ makers- 
up” of our newspapers, who catch ea- 
gerly at anything new in phraseology as 
well as in fact, to give a temporary inter- 
est to their ephemeral writing. Here, 
for example, is the word ‘ bulldose,” 
the occasion of our remarks. A man 
who went cn a journey to South America 
or to Europe four months ago would 
have departed in the depths of deplorable 
ignorance as to the very existence of this 
lovely word; returning now, he would find 
it in full possession of the newspapers 
—appearing in correspondence, in re- 
ports, in sensation headlines, and even 
in leading articles, Although to the 
manner born, he would be puzzled at the 
phraseology of the very newspaper which 
mingled itself with his earliest recollec- 
tions and with his breakfast; for there 
he would find the new word in all pos- 
sible forms and under all possible modi- 
fications: bulldose, the noun, to bulldose, 
the verb, bulldosing, the present parti- 
ciple, bulldosed, the past participle, and 
even, to the horror of the author of 
‘¢ Words and their Uses,” and in spite of 
him, being bulldosed, ‘‘the continuing 
participle of the passive voice.” Such 
a phenomenon in language is peculiar 
to this country. But notwithstanding 
the fears of the purists and the philolo- 
gers, it does not threaten the existence of 
the English language here, nor is it at all 
likely to affect it permanently even by 
the addition of one phrase or word. For 
our use of slang of this kind is the most 
fleeting of temporary fashions. Such 
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slang passes rapidly into use and into 
general recognition, and passes as quickly 
out again. Bartlett’s ‘‘ Dictionary of 
Americanisms” is full of words of this 
kind—locofoco, for example—which lived 
their short lives, and then passed not 
only out of use, but out of memory. 
While they are in vogue, however, they 
deform our speech, and they tend to in- 
crease our habits of looseness in lan- 
guage; and they bring reproach upon us 
such as that with an allusion to which we 
began this item. For our reputation’s 
sake. we should stop this; it subjects 
us with some reason to ridicule. But we 
shall not stop, because the men who 
could stop it—the editors—will not do 
so. Very few newspapers in the country 
—only two or three—are really edited as 
to the language used in them ; and as to 
slang of this sort, it is regarded as some- 
thing pleasant to the ears of the average 
reader, who is supposed to think it funny. 
This is enough. If the readers want it, 
the editors will furnish it; and so we 
may expect to be “‘ bulldosed,” or other- 
wise dosed with some like nauseous 
mess of language, until journalisin has 
some other purpose than to pander to 
the lower cravings of the moment. 


— Ir is said that in the schools for 
girls it is now becoming the fashion to 
teach the large angular handwriting 
which is commonly used by Englishwo- 
men. The announcement is welcome 
and surprising in one respect; for it 
implies that writing is taught in schools, 
as to which an acquaintance with the 
chirography of the rising generation 
justly awakens some doubts. But as to 
the beneficial result of the adoption of 
the style in question, that is a matter of 
some uncertainty. This angular Eng- 
lish hand is very elegant and lovely to 
look upon in a little note, particularly if 
it assures you of the fair writer’s high 
regard, or asks you to dinner. But in 
fact it is so uncertain in its forms that 
sometimes it is quite difficult to tell 
which is meant, the high regard or the 
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dinner. We have heard of one case of 
deplorable uncertainty. A lady going out 
of town hastily on a short visit left a 
key upon her husband's table with a slip 
of paper on which was written in the new 
style a few words which after much toil 
and with the hint from the key, he de- 
ciphered and read as ‘‘Key of wine 
closet. Please put on gin-sling.” He 
was amazed; for whatever his fondness 
might have been for gin-sling, it was not 
his habit to put it on the table. Where- 
fore he inferred that instead of ‘ gin- 
sling ” ha should read ‘‘ green seal,” but 
there was none of that brand of cham- 
pagne in the wine closet. Further in- 
vestigation led him to adopt the reading, 
** please put on full swing.” This, how- 
ever, he abandoned as not exactly a 
feminine exhortation in that particular 
matter. Then for “‘ gin-sling” he read 
“gunning,” and ‘‘gun sing,” and 
“grinning,” all of course to be aban- 
doned in their turn. Submitted to an 
expert, the elegant lines were pronounced 
to be unmistakably, ‘‘Key of trine 
closet. Recase pat on gnu eing,” not 
a highly intelligible letter of instruction. 
Finally, in his perplexity, he remem- 
bered something that the lady had once 
said upon the subject of the danger of 
leaving the particular key in question 
lying about loose or even in an accessible 
drawer, and then it flashed upon him 
that the writing was, or was meant to 
be, ‘* Key of wine closet. Please put on 
your ring.” Hence it appears that the 
elegant English hand is very easily read 
when you know what the fair writer 
means to say. Observe, too, that the 
perplexity would have been obviated by 
the introduction of a much needed pro- 
noun—t#, If the lady had written, ‘‘ Put 
it,” etc., there would have been a guide 
out of the labyrinth. No small part of 
the obscurity found in writing arises 
from compression. It is better to take 
the trouble to write two words, and 
thereby be understood, than to write one, 
in angular Anglican elegance, and leave 
your reader in darkness. 
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